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FOREWORD

There are many books still read widely, but written gen-
erations ago, the onginal purpose of which has been lost;
such books, today, are read for entertamnment—by some
for “culture”’—and very often we discover that their rich-
ness and vitality are none the less for the years. Yet it 1s
interesting to note, I think, that most of those books were
written with a purpose 1n mmd—some would call it propa-
ganda—to correct an evil, to attack a tyrant, or to rally men
of good will behind a cause

The purpose served, society and history moved on; the
books remain. And for all that the social structure Balzac
exposed so mercilessly is dead and gone, lus books live,
nor is their fine vigor much abated.

Now, since the Modern Library has done me the honor
of including this book 1n therr collection, giving it a good
deal more permanence than most books have these days,
I would like to say something about the time 1n wluch it
was written, and how I came to write it.

For many years I had 1n mind that I would Iike to do a
book in which George Washington was the central char-
acter, but neither the form nor the story of the book be-
came apparent until December of 1941. If you remember,
after the attack on Pearl Harbor, things were very black,



not only for us, but for all of the civilized world; high, wide
and ugly, the fascist walked across the stage, and for the
moment, 1t seemed to many that all of the earth would be
his, The future was not apparent to us then, and the only
perspective for democracy was blood, sweat and tears.

To wnite a book about the new war we were plunged into
was impossible then, and any sort of polemic in ideals
would have been superficial and meaningless For my part,
I felt that the most I could do would be to take from the
past, not a parallel—there are no real parallels in history—
but an incident 1 which certamn elements made for both
companson and faith; an incident in which Americans
fought against great odds, not to triumph, but to a point
where they had gathered such strength of purpose that
victory must eventually be theirs And in that incident,
there had to be a qualitative change, both in the rank and
file and 1n the leadership.

Out of that conception came both the story told here
and the portrait of George Washington As far as possible,
I tampered with neither the facts nor the direction. What
these men of long ago had done was a better sermon than
any I could mvent, and no creatures of my mind could be
more alive than these frightened, splendid soldiers.

HOWARD FAST
May, 1945
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PART ONE
BROOKLYN






1

THE FOXHUNTER

Wm the heat running
like warm water from the sides of the room, backed by
three closed windows and a closed door, he slept badly
and restlessly, waking up, closing his eyes firmly, doz-
ing, prodded 1nto consciousness, fighting consciousness
because he was 2 man who slept well most of the time,
rolling over from a wet spot on the pillow, dreaming,
recalling, forgetting, finding a painful ache in all the
packed, broad, slab-like pictures that went to make up
his memory.

While the might candle next to his bed burned, dim
under its sooty cover, he could look at his watch and
mark the hours, one o’clock, half past one, two o’'clock,
surely five o'clock, ten minutes after two, until the
candle burned down.

Sometime during that night, awakening, he became
afraid, and his sweat turned cold. He shivered and
trembled and sought reassurance in the deep pockmarks
that covered his face. His eyes searched the unending
dark, but there was no object, no end, no faint trickle
of light through the tightly sealed windows. His fingers
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BROOKLYN

traced out the pockmarks, nose and chin and mouth and
forehead and thinning hair and back to the pockmarks;
and 1n the dark his sense of objects drifted away, the
pocks deep holes, the nose a monstrous thing, the chin
an ungainly wedge.

He rolled over, threw off the single blanket that cov-
ered him, and groaned, “Patsy, Patsy.” Then he buried
his face in the wet pillow.

The grey dawn crept into the room and revealed him.
He was awake and sitting up 1n the tangled disarray of
his bed His linen nightshirt had wrinkled and twisted
itself up above his knees, and his long bony legs stuck
out like the props of a scarecrow. He looked haggard
from lack of sleep, older than he was, and incredibly
thin.

He rolled over to the edge of the bed and shuffled his
almost grotesquely large feet across the floor, seeking his
slippers. When his toes found the soft caves of felt, he
stood up, crouching for a moment with the instinctive
gesture of a very tall man. He stretched and yawned
before he went to a window and threw it open. The air
outside was a little cooler, and he breathed deeply of
it. It was st1ll only half morning, still too early to know
whether the day would be fair or foul, roofed with a
blue sky or with angry clouds; but hot it would be with
the sickening wet heat that was the prize of New York
City and no other place in all the land.

After a few moments at the window, he told himself,
“It will rain,” for out of the east came the faintest
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THE FOXHUNTER

rumbling and grumbling of angry storm clouds; and
he was sleepy enough to think no more of it than that,
storm clouds, rain, mud, rubbing his eyes with his
enormous hands, shuffling around the bed and sitting
down 1n a spindle-legged chair.

As he sat, the thunder came again, but different, in
staccato bursts that forecast ruin instead of rain; and
the big man leaped out of his chair and lurched toward
the window, losing his felt slippers, leaned out of the
window and called, “Bully! Billy! Billy!”

He hadn’t a big voice, but he could make it snap
like a lash. Pulling his nightshirt over his head, he
stamped around naked, calling, “Billy! Billyl”

He was skin wound on bones, with broad shoulders
and broader hips; clothes would cover his lankness and
give his huge frame an impression of strength. When
a colored man came running into the room, the first
words were for clothes.

He was calm suddenly, dressing himself with the aid
of the colored man. He sat on the edge of the bed,
puilling on his stockings, his buff breeches, his high
black boots; and as he wore the clothes, he became a
different man, stronger, wiser, vaster. His long, skinny
body assumed more human proportions as the huge
knobs of bone disappeared under the broadcloth and
linen. His thin red hair was combed from its disarray
flat back against his head. Only his tired grey eyes re-
mained to tell of the sleepless night.

He washed in a white china bowl and then got into
his blue jacket. If he heard the rumbling thunder now,
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BROOKLYN

the fears and apprehensions it evoked were tight-locked
under his umform.

“Shave you, sir?” the colored man asked.

“Later.”

“Two gentlemen waiting,” the colored man said.

“How long? Why didn’t you wake me, Billy? Haven'’t
you more sense than that?”

“Just a few minutes.”

“How long 1s a few munutes, Billy? You have less
sense every day "

“Maybe five minutes, sir.”

The big, bony, stooping man, fully dressed now mn
a buff and blue uniform, left the bedroom. As he
entered another room which he called his office, he
straightened up and threw back his shoulders with a
visible effort.

That same buff and blue uniform had made a stir
in Philadelphia something over a year ago. A tall, tall
man, long-faced, shy, but very well dressed, had sat down
with the Second Continental Congress, wrapped in his
buff and blue and in the deepest mantle of silence,
and had sat and sat and sat without ever saying a
word His silence became something physical and alive;
everyone else wanted to talk, and everyone else did talk.
Things were moving; it was revolution, and the world
was dropping into pieces, and the pieces had to be
sorted out, and when someone suggested a humble and
duvful petition to the King of England, John Adams
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THE FOXHUNTER

roared, “Oh, the imbeciles! The fools! The damned,
damned fools, with their talk of petitions!”

And in all the crazy riot of talk, the tall man in buff
and blue said nothing, heard everything, and kept his
quizzical grey eyes fastened more or less intently upon
the meeting.

“Who 1s he?” a member from Massachusetts asked.

“Nobody important.”

“In that uniform?”

“Well, he’s nobody important, he’s a farmer from
Virginia. His name’s Washington.”

“Washington?”

“Wash-ing-ton.”

“Who ever heard of a name like that?”

“That’s his name. He’s rich.”

The member from Massachusetts nodded, a merchant
himself, putting the uniform at forty pounds, the lace
at three, the shoes at four. “He never speaks?” he in-
quured.

“No.”

“Just sits there?”

“Yes.”

“Washington—" the member from Massachusetts said
thoughtfully.

And John Adams told his cousin Sam, “I like him.”

“Why?”

“He knows how to keep a still tongue.”

“Maybe he’s got nothing to say,” Sam suggested.

“No—people who have nothing to say spend all their
time talking about it,” John said. “That man Wash-

7



BROOKLYN

ington, he’s said nothing and he’s chairman of four
mulitary committees. Nobody ever heard of George
Washington of Virginia, but they look at the uniform
and they look at the way he holds his head and they
hear how much money he’s worth, and then they vote
for him without thinking any more about it.”

“How much is he worth?” Sam asked.

“As much as any man in America.”

Sam grinned and said, ‘““Commander in chief?”

“Why not? Look at the way he wears his uniform,
the way he sits on his horse.”

“Some won’t like it,” Sam Adams said slowly, think-
ing of a people’s revolution, but also of what it meant
to be as rich as any man in America.

“The North won’t like it, but the South will. We
already have the North, and now we need the South, to
be more precise, Virginia.”

“I wasn’t thinking of that,” Sam said. “I was think-
ing of Hancock. He wants like all the devils 1n hell
to lead this business.”

“You want it too, don’t you?” John Adams asked,
squinting at his cousin.

“I can’t wear a uniform,” he replied sourly. “Still
there’ll be hell to pay for Hancock.”

“Let it then. I'm going to nominate this Washing-
ton.”

And now, nominated, appomnted more than a year,
this tall, forty-four-year-old planter, foxhunter, farmer,
still found 1t difficult to think of himself as a general.
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THE FOXHUNTER

With a curt nod he greeted the two men who were
waiting for him, and nodded for them to speak. They
hadn’t slept either; their eyes were red and their faces
were dirty and their clothes were limp with sweat. They
were from General Putnam, they told him.

“Billy,” he said, *“get these gentlemen something to
drink.” And he told them, “‘Sit down, gentlemen. You've
come a long way and it’s hot. Sit down.”

His judgment was quick and certain and damning,
because they were afraid, one of them a boy of eighteen
or nineteen and the other a sallow man in his thirties,
but both of them afraid and dirty and tired, dressed in
old homespun and linen shirts that had once been
white but were now muddy brown. The big man
thought: “What am 1 looking at? A lieutenant and a
captain, or a major and a colonel?” His army! They
were Yankees with clumsy movements and nasal New
England accents, and he had to cover his contempt by
staring at the grained wood of the table where he sat.
He had a physical abhorrence of physical fear; it was
something twined in and out of the whole fabric and
pattern of his life. He had always been a sickly man,
and he had the sickly man’s intimate knowledge of
death; fear to him was real and black and terrible, and
for that reason, being almost without the habit of in-
trospection, he despised fear in others.

In these two, the messengers from General Putnam,
fear was as hot and wet as the day itself. It slid from
their lips as they poured out their story. They had come
over from Brooklyn.
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BROOKLYN

How had they come?

They stared at him amazed, not comprehending how
his mind needed details, hundreds of little details for
him to piece together, meaningless details when the
world was falling apart.

They had rowed across in a skiff. They couldn’t get
a boatman. The younger one began to blubber; you
would think with a message from General Putnam, they
could get someone to row the boat.

“When was that?” the big man cried. “When did it
start, you fools? Answer me!” He pulled out his watch;
it was six o’clock

That was what the younger one was trying to tell
him, blubbering that they couldn’t get a boatman, that
they had to row themselves. The sallow man thrust out
his palms in proof and showed the blisters. He had
never rowed a boat before. He hadn’t enlisted to row
boat, he wasn't a sailor. They had run all the way fron
the landing, well, he hadn’t enlisted for that, to row
boats and to run his fool head off

“Get out of here!” the foxhunter roared. “Both of
you—get out of herel”

He sat at the table while Billy brought in some break-
fast, while through the open window came the distant
rumble of cannon.

He shouldn’t have lost his temper at those two, he
told himself. His temper was a hot iron on hairsprings,
an outpouring of all the inhibitions bound up so tightly
inside of him. It was something he had wheedled and
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THE FOXHUNTER

flailed and coaxed and beaten all of his life; and until
he had come up here to the North to take command of
the army, he had believed it under control, flung back,
hammered down and ught in chains.

Before that taking of command, he could clearly re-
member the last time he had lost himself. It had been
during a clear, glorious afternoon at Mount Vernon,
when he sat in his saddle with the pack sprayed out
in front of him, looking for game, a fox or a deer or a
hare, with his horse’s hoofs drumming sweet music and
the smell of green things on the cool breeze. The pack
raised a scent, but he reined in, his eyes on a flight
of dark birds silhouetted in the sky over the Potomac.
The picture was fixed and lovely until a shot from the
river bank sent two of the birds twisting down in their
death.

In that moment, like a taut thong snapping, he went
insane with rage against the poacher who crouched in
a canoe by the bank, a steep hill-slope away. The fox-
hunter put his horse over the suicidal slope of the hill,
plunged down to the river, flung off his horse and rushed
at the poacher, who was trying to get his canoe clear of
the bank. The poacher, seeing this fantastically tall
man charging at him, fired his gun in desperation; but
the foxhunter crashed past, ripped the fowling piece
out of the man's hands, and then deliberately beat the
poacher to within an inch of his life. He dragged the
poacher out of the canoe, through the wate, up on the
bank, punishing him all the way as a dog punishes a
terrified rat.
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BROOKLYN

The memory wasn’t good. He hated poachers, but he
hated no man enough to justify losing himself in rage.
After that incident, for a long time, his temper had
been carefully under control—until he came to the
army, until he made up his mind that there was noth-
ing else to do but fight. When that time came, he put
on his buff and blue uniform of a colonel in the Vir-
ginia mulitia.

The pride of getting the command had lasted until
he saw his army. The command was everything and
all, and he remembered telling his wife, “Patsy, they've
given it to me, all of 1t. I don’t know why, but they've
given it to me. To me, do you understand?”

Then he added, “I'm not the man for it, Patsy—why
should they have given it to me?”

“Why?” he kept asking himself afterwards. “Why?”

But he was proud, no longer a foxhunter, but some-
thing else, so mighty in his pride, so big and strong and
splendid that nobody, looking at him, could doubt
that he was the right man, the only man, standing ke
a god, six feet two and a half inches with a broad
impassive face, cool grey eyes, and because he said so
little and had an air of knowing how things should
be done But like a boy, rewarded beyond belief or
estimation, he told himself again and again, “They've
given 1t to me,” thinking of how it was that afterncon
in the Congress when John Adams rose and talke< about
qualificat~ns needed for a commander in chief, every-
one taking for granted the fact of his speaking for Han-
cock, and Hancock himself flushing, moving with ner-
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THE FOXHUNTER

vous little jerks, biting his lips, smiling sheepishly when
Adams said something particularly lush, and then cock-
ing his big head as Adams said:

“Gentlemen, I know these qualifications are high, but
we all know they are needful in this crisis in this chief.
Does anyone say they are not to be obtained 1n this
country? In reply, I say they are; they reside in one of
our own body, and he is the man whom I now nominate
—George Washington of Virginia.”

It fell like a bombshell, and Hancock’s face suddenly
became a lump of flesh, without expression and without
features. The Virginian reacted more slowly; he had
been staring at Hancock, and it was only moments later,
as a memory, vague and poorly defined, that he heard
his own name spoken. He got to his feet somehow, still
staring at the suffering Hancock, and then turned and
shuffled from the hall, as if he had done something un-
speakably wretched.

Only afterward, bit by bit, the exultation came.

That was until he saw his army, New England men
sprawled outside of Boston, besieging the British, pick-
ing their noses, bickering and complaining mn their
metallic, offensive Yankee twang.

After that his temper wore as thin as a piece of old
and frayed cloth.

He read Putnam’s message as he ate his breakfast.
Sometime early this morning, the battle had begum,
and things were going badly. Putnam didn’t say how
bad things were, but they were bad enough. He couldn’t
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BROOKLYN

see much more than his own corner and everything
was confused, but it was bad enough.

Putnam wanted more men.

The Virgimian shook his head. How had it come to
this? He sat here at the breakfast table, his body as
inert and helpless as a bundle of wet rags, staring at
cakes and honey, and over there 1 Brooklyn his army
was fighting a battle, 1ts first battle, the first battle of
the Continental armies of the thirteen colonies. And he
sat with nothing to do, no thoughts, no solutions, only
the dreadful horror of a person caught in a trap of his
own making.

He was not brilliant; even his dreams were formal
things, and when he had made himself a picture of an
army, before he had ever seen the army that was to be
his and was to fight for the independence of the colonies,
his picture had been a neat conception of many thou-
sands of orderly men 1n orderly uniforms. They would
wheel and march and attack and retreat and charge and
fire just as an army should, and he in his buff and blue
uniform would ride at their front.

And the Yankees outside of Boston hadn’t a uniform
to a regiment, and aside from eating and sleeping they
were superlative at lying on their backsides and com-
plaining.

Still, Putnam wanted more of them, more Yankees,
for what they were worth This was the real thing;
this was a battle. Over, across the river, 1n Brooklyn,
men were hacking at each other, cursing at each other,
shooting their unwieldy, rusty firelocks, and dying and
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ITHE FOXHUNTER

running away For him, at his breakfast table, there
was the booming of cannon, clearer and nearer now.

From Boston, after the British fleet had given up the
city and sailed away, the big Virgimian marched his
army down to New York At the time that had seemed
like an obvious thing to do. It was almost like a vic-
tory, the way the English had been forced out of Boston.
There was no fighting to speak of after he had taken
command; but the British didn't know whether the
thousands of New England farmers, sprawled around
the town, were an army or not. Anyway, they didn’t give
two damns for Boston, and they sailed away and left it.

New York was something else. Placed like a gate at
the mouth of the Hudson, 1t was the key to the whole
colonial situation, and who controlled New York might
control America Or, at least, so the foxhunter had
thought. Others thought differently; others thought that
New York City might be a death trap, and they pointed
to the maps and said, ““‘See how it lies; what will you de-
fend? Manhattan? It lies like a finger stretched out, with
a broad river on either side of 1t. Hold the bay end, and
the English sail their navy up the nivers and cut you
off, neat as they please. Long Island? Another finger
with water for the British to sail on. Staten Island? Even
worse in the same way.”

The big man shook his head. He had on his side the
Congress, who wanted the city held. He considered him-
self their servant, for all his pride, and he liked to think
of them as an august senate, such as had sat in ancient
Rome. If they wanted the city held, it should be held,
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BROOKLYN

some way, somehow. And he had twenty thousand men.
They were Yankees, for the most part; they were a
slovenly, shambling rabble of militia, and on the march
to New York they had sprawled aimlessly over miles of
road. But still there were twenty thousand of them and
they were an army.

And now Putnam had sent him a message for more
men, all of it working out in the worst way, the worst
possible way, half of his army in Brooklyn, trapped by
the British who had sailed around Long Island, another
part here in New York, waiting to be trapped; nothing
was lacking but that the British should sail the rest of
their fleet up the East River and put an end to a comic-
opera revolution that had appointed a foolish, prideful
Virginia gentleman as its commander in chief.
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THE BATTLE

Hxs TROUBLE was to know
where they would strike or how they would strike or
when they would strike. He wasn't a general, he wasn't
even a soldier, he was a foxhunting plantation owner;
if he tried to think out the whole complicated matter
of military strategy in the defense of New York, the
endless ramifications puzzled and bewildered him. His
instinct was for a thousand small and concrete details
which he could construct into one single fact, all of it
shot through with the even thread of orderliness. Here
there was no orderliness and no single fact.

The British might seize Long Island, so he put a
part of his men on Brooklyn Heights, directly across
the river from Manhattan. Or they might, on the con-
trary, seize New York itself; that meant a part of his
army must remain in Manhattan. Another part to de-
fend upper Manhattan, another for the Jerseys, another
for the Highlands—and so on. And how many were sick?
And how many deserted each day?

He no longer said, as before, that he had twenty thou-
sand men.
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BROOKLYN

He was all a bundle of hurts and pain as he left the
room, his breakfast untouched. But he walked stiffly and
certainly, and they said, “Look at him, he knows how
things are going.”

He stood 1n the street outside, and aides and officers
crowded around him.

“Listen to the guns, sirl”

“Shall we be going across?”’

“My regiment, sir. I have my regiment ready.”

“No, mine, sir!”

Boys of eighteen and nineteen talking about regi-
ments. He managed what was so hard for him, to
smile.

He was not a revolutionist, so he would say to him-
self, over and over again, “My country, my country, my
country.” He would think of the river, flowing softly
and gently by his acres, and he would think of the cold
dirt in lus hand, being crumpled farmei-wise, untii
grain by grain it slipped through his fingers, he would
think of the house and the barn and the grass and the
trees, and there would be many solid -things for him to
place his feet on. He needed solid things.

There was nothing solid about revolution. It was a
shimmering unreality, and the only concrete form it
took in his eyes was to produce thousands and thousands
of slovenly, dirty, tobacco-chewing, nasal-voiced Yankee
farmers. .

So he said to himself, “My country, my country,”
shaking his head slowly like a bulldog who has put his
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THE BATTLE

teeth into something and will hold on vise-like until
death severs the head from the body.

He knew now, this morning, August 2%, 1776, that he
had made a terrible, tragic mistake in trying to defend
Brooklyn. His huge, grotesque body held a nature as
soft as it was eager; and childlike was the trust he put
in persons who knew more than he did. Their number
was legion.

One of them was a General Charles Lee, a soldier and
a darling of all the people who knew the Virginian was
no soldier at all. Lee, a disgruntled, bitter soldier of
fortune, hating a life that had given him nothing,
leaped on the bandwagon of revolution; and logically
he was the man to lead the army. But he was objec-
tionable and ugly, whereas the foxhunter was a pleas-
ant gentleman and magnificent in his bearing; Lee was
penniless, and the foxhunter was, perhaps, the wealthi-
est man in all the colonies For all that the war would
be fought by a dirty rabble, money remained the crux
of the situation, and people wept when they heard that
the Virginia farmer had refused to take a penny for his
services.

The foxhunter wrote to Lee, humble with a man so
much wiser, and asked what the soldier would do about
New York. Lee’s answer was that he would build fortifi-
cations on Biooklyn Heights.

It was five days now since the British had ferried most
of their German troops from Staten Island to Gravesend
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BROOKLYN

on Long Island. The Virginian had watched the action
impotently, having no ship in his navy bigger than a
rowboat; and then he made his answer, desperately, by
sending six more of the dirty, tobacco-chewing regiments
into the death’s trap of Brooklyn.

Then, for five days, nothing happened, and the dull,
sinking fear that he was to know for many days and
weeks and months to come, lumped up in his breast. If
he had been a real general, he would have taken advan-
tage of some dark night and pulled all his troops back
into Manhattan; if he had been a self-confident fool, he
would have sent more and more regiments across the
river and into the trap which the British had so neatly
created. Being neither, he left his army divided, part in
one place and part in another, hoping against hope for a
miracle to save him from the looming disaster.

There was no miracle.

About three o’clock in the morning, on August 27,
14776, the British began their advance.

They had twenty thousand men on Long Island, a
good part of them German mercenaries, altogether the
best-officered, best-trained fighting force in the world
at the time. There were less than ten thousand Ameri-
can colonials facing them on Brooklyn Heights. The ten
thousand were a rabble of militia that had only one
thought in common, the desire to go home as soon as
possible.

General Nathanael Greene, whom the Virginian had
placed 1n command, lay in bed with a raging fever.
Greene was only thirty-four years old, a Quaker, a good
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man, solid and dependable, with brains in his head. He
was young, but the whole army was young—boys who
wanted to show the world what dreams they had. But
Greene was sick, and in desperation the Virginian gave
the command to Sullivan. Then his faith in Sullivan
went out like a dying candle, and desperately—more
desperately than ever now—he gave the command to
Putnam. The generals bickered and fought, and their
troops took up the quarrel.

The Virginian sent troops over, more and more of
the slovenly, high-voiced Yankees, with their huge muz-
zle-loading firelocks and their baby-faced commanders.
And all the while he was in a frenzy of apprehension
that the British left on Staten Island might attack his
depleted Manhattan garrison.

He still prayed to God that he might win the battle,
the very first battle, the initial test of George Washing-
ton, commander in chief. He knew something of how
the battle was going, of what was happening, but not
a great deal.

He knew that a fatal mistake had been made; not
his; his mistakes were plenty, but this was not one of
his. From their redoubts on Brooklyn Heights, the
Americans had fanned out to take places in a range
of low hills that extended from the Narrows inland al-
most to the East River There were three passes through
these low hills, and two of the passes were fairly well
defended, while the third was almost completely ig-
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nored. This neglect of the third pass was the fatal mis.
take.

It was two hours before daybreak on the twenty-
seventh when the advance guard of the British army
reach the inland pass, the Jamaica pass. The British
expected a stiff battle, and came forward cautiously, but
to their amazement they found the pass guarded only
by five sleeping officers. Like school children playing
at war and all wanting to be generals, this rebel army
was laden with officers, sometimes as many in a regiment
as there were private soldiers to do the fighting, their
attitude being, “Dammit all and to hell—if you reckon
yourself high and mighty enough for an officer, I do
too, as good a man as you are.”

They wore feathers in their caps, since having no
uniforms there was nothing to distinguish one from
another, and out of that love for cockades came the
mocking tune of the British:

Yankee Doodle went to town, riding on a pony,
Stuck a feather in his cap and called it macaroni—

The five sleeping officers were awakened by bayonet
pricks in their buttocks, and warned that if they made
any outcry the steel points would be driven at their
throats.

“I do allow,

one said sleepily, and the others said
nothing at all, only rubbing the sore spots on their but-
tocks and regretting that they had not followed an
earlier impulse to put away their guns and go home.
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“Rebels,” a British officer said scornfully, the way he
would say pigs or goats or cows.

“What command?”’ another asked.

“Hubh?”

“Bless your sleepy souls, what command?”

“Milishy, muster,” a seventeen-year-old grinned.

“Milishy,” the others chimed 1n.

“But the regiment? The regiment?”

“Just milishy,” they insisted.

“Oh, merciful God,” the officer said softly, and then
the five captives were taken away and the British
column went on. Word was sent back that the left flank
of the American army had been turned and was now
wide open, and though the British command could
hardly believe its senses, it didn’t hesitate to take ad-
vantage of the gap. A frontal attack was launched at the
right flank for diversion, during which time hundreds
and hundreds of redcoat troops poured through the
wonderful gap to take the Americans in the rear.

“And after that?” the big foxhunter asked grimly.
He was not a man for regrets, when a thing was done, it
was done.

“After that it was hell, just hell, just bloody, bloody
hell.”

He stood so calmly, so still, the Virginian, that those
around him thought: “He’s not human—or maybe he
doesn’t understand what happened.”

He didn’t know the full story of the disaster until he
had crossed the river and got to Brooklyn himself.
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Afraid to leave Manhattan open for an even greater
debacle, torn because his men were fighting a battle in
Brooklyn and he was here, at last he crossed, and then
the battle was almost over. His face remained as placid
as a death mask when they told him what had happened
to his two generals, Stirling and Sullivan

They held the front where the German mercenaries
advanced in frontal attack. That was after the can-
nonading which in its distant echoes had penetrated the
Virginian’s airless bedroom. The cannonading did little
enough harm, but it frayed the nerve of the Yankee
farmers, who had dozed uneasily over their guns all
night.

Then came the German Jagers, marching knee-deep
through the drifting mists of the morning, their green
uniforms blending in with the trees and bushes, their
drums playing, their bright bayonets dipping and spar-
kling

“Hessians,” the Yankees told each other. The farm-
bred boys, eighteen and nineteen and twenty years old,
stared with wide eyes and gripped their guns with wet
palms. Along with their unreasoning hatred for the Ger-
mans was an aching fear The big, ox-eyed, green-clad,
guttural-voiced mercenaries were beyond their compre-
hension.

“Hessians,” they told each other.

St1ll they would have made a stand, tried to make one,
blowing off some of their unwieldy guns, holding for
just a little while the ragged front of their line, except
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that suddenly, from behind them, sounded the drums of
the redcoats. They looked around and saw that they
were attacked from two directions. They tried to stand
up before the Germans, and volleys from the redcoats
slashed 1nto their backs. They whimpered and moaned,
and screamed that they were betrayed. They tried to re-
treat, and the columns in red drove them back into the
arms of the Germans. They tried to swing their great,
rusty twenty-five-pound firelocks in defense, and the
razor-sharp bayonets of the Hessians slashed out their
guts. They fell on the ground and wept for their
mothers, and the ox-eyed German peasants rammed
slivers of steel into their backs.

They had never fought in any battle before, except
the few of them who made the stand at Bunker Hill.
They had never killed or been killed. The leisurely
wash of their lives had rolled gently around many box-
like, white village churches 1n many New England
towns; and for all the times they had sat in taverns and
talked of freedom, they were paying now.

They ran every which way, and the Germans yelled
and laughed and ran after them. They cowered back
against trees, and their breath sighed and died as the
bayonets cut through them and bent on the wood.

They hid in fields, and the Germans hunted them out
and pulled them up and dragged them along, shouting,
“Yenkee! Yonkee! Yonkee!”

The hell went on for hours. Between the wooded Iine
they tried to hold and the American base fortifications
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was a slow creek running through a treacherous bog.
The panicstricken colonials floundered into this trap,
threw away their guns, and sank deeper and deeper into
the mud And behind them, ever, came that guttural,
mocking cry, “Yonkee! Yonkee! Yonkeel” .

General Sullivan was in a cornfield, trying to hide.
He crept between the tall stalks, and watched the Hes-
sian boots trample past him. He lay very still, but not
still enough. Three straw-haired Germans dragged him
to his feet, and grinning, bore him off as their own,
personal prize.

General Surling ran, alone, not through fear, but
alone with the enemy all around him, his men gone, his
brigades scattered like chaff, the redcoats pot-shooting
at him like men after ducks, never knowing their prize
was a general, not a tobacco-chewing cockade brevet,
but a real enough general who himself had once worn
the red coat of Britain. He ran and ran until his feet
were heavy as lead, until he blundered into a German
patrol which grinningly made 1ts second capture of an
American general.

When the Virginian had crossed the river and come
into the rear lines of the battle, his officers, colonels
and majors and a general, came trailing to tell him how
bad it was, how 1t couldn’t be worse.

“We're done,” they tried to make him understand.
“All done, all finished, all done—"

He went up to the top of a hill, where he could
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watch the battle complete itself, and he knew that they
were right, that everything was done, that nothing was
left, that the impossible scheme had played itself out.

He stood there with the whole horrible picture spread
before him. The bog lay at his feet. He could almost see
the faces of the Hessians as they cut up and herded out
of the fight the pleading Yankees. He saw a Maryland
brigade drive into the redcoat flank 1n a vain effort to
hold open an avenue of retreat. Grapeshot raked them
and tore them to pieces. In the bog, the Yankees crawled
like 1insects. The Hessians were making a holiday of it,
and the wind carried to him, faintly, the guttural refrain
of joy, “Yonkee! Yonkee!l”

And someone was saying to him, “General, what shall
we do now?”

“Now?”

He was thinking of how it was to be made commander
in chief of a whole army

“Now?” he repeated. “What is there to do?”

He walked along slowly, nodding his head, muttering,
wondering, trying to recall all the long line of mistakes
that had gone into the making of this. He tried to re-
member what he knew of war, of battles, of defeats, and
his head ached, and his whole lank body was wet wath
sweat.

A Colonel Hart, mud-stained, asked him, “If they
come on to attack us here—?”

“Then wait untal they are close by,” the foxhunter
said slowly, as if repeating a lesson he had learned in
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school. “Then just wait until they are close by before
you fire.”

But it was all over and all done, and he knew it;
and nothing in the world could help him now, not
advice to his frightened men, not waiting until the
enemy was close by—but nothing at all now.
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THE MARBLEHEAD FISHERMEN

'I:mv all admired him a
great deal, as he walked up and down behind the lines,
his steps measured, his long body severely erect, and
his brow only slightly furrowed, like nothing ever seen
in the way of a commander whose army had been sliced
to pieces and whose hopes had been shattered. With his
great height, he bulked high out of the confusion of dis-
patch runners, anguished colonels who had lost their
regiments, heartbroken captains of nineteen and twenty,
generals who had served their first and last command.

Morning had worn into midday, and midday into a
hot, sulky afternoon, and now the murky sun was sink-
ing behind the Palisades The battle was not yet over,
but only because the British had paused to rest from
the wonderful sport of chasing and killing and cap-
turing New Englanders. They had driven them into a
cul-de-sac, ringed by strong masses of troops on three
sides and water on the fourth, and feeling that the
motley army was securely in his grasp, the British com-
mander was in no hurry to close the issue and lose men
who could not easily be replaced.
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The retreat, which had become almost a rout, ran
into the American entrenchments like slow flood waters
over bottom lands, and all that long afternoon terrified
and beaten men staggered out of the bog and woods.
They were bewildered and frightened, each of them
immersed in his own personal catastrophe, each of them
certain that the whole thin dream of revolution was
done with, that nothing remained except to save his
own skin,

They streamed past the big farmer and clustered into
huddles of panic-stricken humanity. They avoided his
eyes, but some of them glanced back at him after they
had passed, fixing their gaze on his muddy boots.

Almost two thousand of them never came out of the
bog and the woods.

It was not the first time the Virginian had lost. The
whole warp and woof of his life was woven with losses
and disappointments and unfulfilled dreams. Inside he
suffered minutely over minute things; his humility was
real because 1t evidenced itself not in a complex of in-
ferionity, but 1n an understanding of inferiority. He,
who placed courage above almost all virtues, knew his
own cowardice, he, to whom love was as necessary as
the air he breathed, had lost the only woman he ever
loved, he, who wanted the affection of all men, had
never had a real friend, his heart went out to every
child he had ever seen, yet he never had children of his
own, he worshiped learning because he knew his own
ignorance and how painful and involved were the work-
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ings of his mind. His love and lust for life were matched
only by the thin thread which connected him with hfe,
and his long, frail body lingered constantly at the edge
of darkness.

As night fell, he continued his tireless pacing, asking
only one question of the broken men who came to him:

“How many have we lost?”

They didn’t know; the forlorn battlefield of Brook-
lyn was still a scrambled jigsaw puzzle that would not
be put together entirely for years and generations to
come. Whole regiments had vanished. Generals and
colonels and majors and dozens of lower ranks of offi-
cers had disappeared as completely as if the earth had
swallowed them. Some said a thousand were lost; others
said fifteen hundred; others said three thousand.

General Putnam came over to where Washington
paced and said, “Whatever 1t is, we're hurt sore.”

The commander in chief nodded his agreement, and
Putnam marveled that a man could be composed of so
little blood and so much rock and steel. Putnam thought
it would be better if he would curse just a little at the
wreckage strewn about them

“It will be dark soon, and suppose they attack again,
after it's dark—"

“They may,” the foxhunter agreed. .

“But my God almighty, sirl” Putnam said shrilly,
“we're in no condition to resist another attack.”

The foxhunter turned his cold grey eyes on the gen-

31



BROOKLYN

eral, and Putnam wilted and swallowed and mumbled
something or other.

“If they attack, we will fight again,” the foxhunter
said.

“Yes.”

“It's important for them to understand that we will
fight again. The battle isn’t over, general.”

The Virginian resumed his walk, telling himself again
and again that the battle was not over, but knowing,
after he had fumbled sufficiently in his memory, that
somehow for him, for George Washington, things were
always the same, that dignity was not competence, that
the ability to make foolish youngsters love a gangling
farmer was not the virtue of a commander in chief.
Now his army was cut to pieces, strewn about with their
backs to the water; and in some ways it was much as if
they had taken the theme from his life. From the hor-
rible nightmare of Braddock’s defeat up to now, every-
thing that he had a hand in, that mattered, had been
torn into shreds and strewn about. His big, clumsy
hands laid waste wherever they fumbled, and like the
bad music he made on his flute, 1t was always the same
tune, played over and over without variation.

Still there must be something now; even when things
came to an end, men struggled before they died. There
must be something, but no one else would think. He
had to walk back and forth, calmly for all the horror
inside of him, and force his heavy wits to function,
since there was no one else who had any wits about him
at all.
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They were all watching him. Through the gathering
dusk he could see the hundreds of white faces turned to-
ward him, and out of the intermittent drumming of
cannon he could hear their whispering. He was General
George Washington of Virgima, and you could tell by
his walk that he had something up his sleeve.

To Knox and Putnam, standing over to one side, with
their backs against a wickerwork bastion, the com-
mander in chief loomed like a giant against the golden
twilight sky. Knox, chief of American artillery—what
there was of it—was a boy of twenty-six, bright-eyed,
very fat, red-cheeked, loving four things passionately,
books, his guns, his wife, and his commander in chief.
The tall, skinny foxbunter was like a god in his eyes,
calm, beyond fears and uncertainties, beyond all the
lusts and hurts of human flesh. Before the war, Knox
had been a bookseller, an ambitious bookseller who
dreamed of some day becoming another Ben Franklin,
a publisher who nurtured talented young writers and
brought out endless editions of wonderful books Now,
as chief of artillery, he loved his black, stub-nosed guns
as tenderly as he had regarded his first editions, and
now his dreams were of a thousand pieces all belching in
even volleys.

He lusted after guns, hoarded them, treasured them,
counted them morning and night. His men made crude
jokes about his sleeping with his guns, yet if he could be
with them, he would sleep nowhere else. Now his pain
was personal and singular; regardless of what happened,
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his guns would be forfeited to the enemy, the few pre-
cious cannon that had been trundled and dragged from
every corner of the land He felt bereft and naked, and
as he stood next to Putnam, his whole attitude was
hopeless dejection. For all that, the figure of the fox-
hunter, outlined against the sky, had power to elevate
him, to take him out of himself for a moment.

“Look,” he told the general. “Look at him.”

Morosely, Putnam said words to the effect of his look-
ing, since there was nothing else to do.

“How quiet he is,” Knox marveled.

“Yeah, he’s quiet enough, Harry.”

“He'd be that way if the skies fell upon him.”

Putnam resented Knox’s turn of phrase, his endless
bad quotations from bad books. “They did,” Putnam
growled.

When they began to pester him to lie down and sleep
for a while, the big man realized that his inhuman mask
of calm had accomplished something; it had taken them,
at least for the moment, out of themselves, out of the
individual pools of misery and-defeat that each man had
crawled into.

That it was for the moment, he realized full well. It
needed only the light of morning to bring the renewed
assault of the well-rested, victory-flushed British and
Germans, and this time there would be no retreat for
the defeated American rabble. They would be pushed
back to the river and slaughtered like ducks in a game
pond.
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No one would ever know what it had cost him to
maintain that mask of calm all afternoon and evening,
while he wrestled with his problem. Forcing his mind
to function, forcing himself to reason calmly and slowly,
he had placed before himself a choice of three courses of
action. Three there were, and no more than three, and
hour after hour he searched each one for every last
possibility it held.

The first, the most obvious, the easiest, was surrender;
and something 1nside of him longed to give up the crazy,
futile struggle, to get rid of the cowardly rabble he
called his army, to lay down his sword in stately dignity
and go back to his quiet home on the Potomac. Some
would despise him and hate him; others would praise
him; and some, like Patsy, would understand. But this,
the obvious way, never fully reached his consciousness;
it existed in the deep pit of doubts that tormented him;
but he could not fully consider it because he could not
fully admat to himself that he would even consider such
a prospect. Death would be the same sort of surrender
and bring the same sort of peace, but he was not yet
at a point where he would admit to himself that noth-
ing remained but to die.

The second alternative was to fight. If he were to
assemble the brigades and tell them that he had decided
to hold his ground and fight the British to the last man,
they would not cheer or smile or mutter proud words
about dying for their country; they would only look at
him blankly with their already-dead eyes, and then those
among them who were boys—as most of them were—
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would begin to weep quietly as they remembered the
folks at home in the neat little villages. The half-foreign
element, those who had crept out of the ghettos and
slums of Europe and were revolutionists body and soul,
might cheer his decision, but they were only a fraction
of the whole, as bad fighters as the rest, manv of them
speaking no English, most of them weak and sickly and
undisciplined

Some of the officers, men like Knox and Putmam and
Carter and Dee, big, healthy young men who loved
danger for its own sake, and feared nothing on earth,
would follow him into hell But a handful of officers
cannot win a2 battle He thought wistfully of those men
as he numbered them off, envying their brute-like physi-
cal courage which was neser troubled by doubts or
fears or sickly pain.

To fight would not even be glorious, for the already-
defeated Americans would break at the first British
charge and run screaming from the merciless bayonets
of the straw-haired Germans. To fight would achieve the
same results as a surrender, except that a few hundred
more Yankee boys would die, and another thousand
would suffer with festering, gangrenous wounds. And
if they fought, there would be none of the genteel terms
of surrender, death he could bear, but not the gallows.

“And the revolution?” he asked himself. It was diffi-
cult to think of the revolution now, of anything abstract
as opposed to the fact of the army that was his to save or
sce destroyed. If they stayed and fought, the revolution
would not matter a great deal.
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One alternative remained—retreat. Retreat would save
his army, at least until the British had reorganized to
attack the island of Manhattan. Retreat might give him
a chance to rally his frightened men, and retreat would
unite him with still-untouched brigades which he had
left to defend the city Of all the three courses, retreat
was the only one which he could consider reasonably,
and retreat was the only one which was utterly impos-
sible.

For one thing, there was certainly no time to make
preparations to evacuate an army which still numbered
thousands of men. It was dark now, and the confusion
of the stricken battlefield had been replaced by the con-
fusion of the hopeless camp The only thing that kept
them at their barricades at all was the knowledge that
the cold waters of the river lay at their backs, that
there was no place to go. Whisper the word retreat, and
the brigades would claw and fight to be the first at the
water’s edge.

For another thing, there were no boats. And if there
were boats, who could row them and keep calm and
steady under fire?

He saw the officers of his staff standing around him,
and realized that he had been pacing back and forth in
that way for hours.

“Sir, have something to eat,” Knox pleaded.

“Yes, of course. Have you eaten, Harry?”

“Sir? Yes, I ate, sir.”

“Stew?”
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“But good, sir, very good, sir,” the fat bookseller
nodded. “And wine—I saved a bottle.”

He managed to smile and nod, and given that signal
of his inner peace, they crowded close to him and led
him away. He saw how eager they were to be next to
him, to brush his hand with one of theirs, to take com-
fort from his big, handsome figure. They were only
boys, and they were frightened and heartsick, and he
was so calm and assured that they were sure he held the
solution for all their woes in his tightly clenched fist.

The foxhunter was thankful for the darkness of his
tent; his throat had choked up and his eyes were foolish
with tears. He had never had children of his own,
but now they were like his own children, the young
officers who had crowded in, one of them kneeling and
gently removing his boots, another helping him out of
his coat, another unbuckling his sword, and all of them
so gentle and understanding. It was almost a caress when
their hands touched himm He realized now that he had
not deceived them, that they knew as well as he that
this was the end of their fantastic adventure.

A captain of eighteen piped, “Easy, sir, lie down here,
and I'll puff out this pillow.”

Carter folded his coat with loving care.

Knox said, with love and importance, “See, sir, the
boots are right here by the bed. Just drop your feet
into them”

Putnam, older than the commander in chief, pre-
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scribed a good night’s sleep. “And then we all see mat-
ters differently,” he said huskily.

“Sur, shall I drop the tent flaps®” the captain squeaked.

They tiptoed out, leaving him alone in the darkness.
He lay there for almost an hour, but he couldn't sleep.
Instead, his thoughts slid back through the weeks and
months to the time when he was riding north from
Philadelphia to Boston to take command of his army.
The whole long, slow ride was blurred by his fears and
anticipations, from town to town they had gone, re-
viewing company after company of militia, the big
farmer making so many speeches that he acquired a
formula: “—my sincere pleasure in being here before
you this day, this being a most glorious occasion.” All
of which did not take away his wonder as to how they
would greet him, the Yankee New Englanders who had
fought at Bunker Hill, and who were waiting for him
now outside of Boston.

And finally he came before them, sitting on his horse
in buff and blue, such a long, handsome, aristocratic
figure as they had never seen before; and he saw what
his army was, the mass of Yankee rustics in homespun,
thousands of them slouching on their big firelocks, star-
ing at him curiously, flinging remarks at each other,
spitting crudely, and somberly chewing fat cuds of to-
bacco. And out n front were the officers, boys mostly,
some young men, and one or two old men, but as
Yankee as the rank and file, and much more somberly
cold and hostile in their judgment of him He was Vir-
ginia, and they were Massachusetts, Vermont, New
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Hampshire, Maine, Rhode Island, and Connecticut, and
between the two worlds was an infinite limbo; he might
go into that limbo, they might too, but how could either
get across? He remembered thinking to himself at that
time that during his life he had met some hard men; cut-
throats, robbers, Indian fighters of the backwoods who
for years did not eat from a plate nor lay their heads
on a feathered pillow, privateer sailors who were no
better than pirates, kilted Scots clansmen of the Fin-
castle highlands; yet altogether none so hard as these
New Englanders who were hard in their own Yankee
way, hard and cold, with icy blue eyes, or eyes black
as bits of charcoal.

“They hate me,” he had written to Martha after that
first review. ‘“They all hate me and, I am sure, regard
me as the meanest sort of outlander, they, who hypocrit-
ically scorning slaves, make of themselves worse slaves
than tenant farmers, pecking and scratching at their
bit of rocky, unhospitable soil. . . .”

When he met with his officers in the first of what
he liked to call his councils of war, they stared coldly
and significantly at his lace cuffs, his silk stockings, and
his black pumps. And they disagreed with him wherever
they could unobtrusively, in their own sly Yankee fash-
ion. He felt their satisfaction when one of their cuts
went home and it seared him—to whom it meant so
much to be loved and admired by others.

Then how was 1t, he asked himself now, lying in his
tent after they had left him, that the change had come
about? He didn’t know with any certainty, and almost
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fearful of introspection, he could not look inside of
himself for an answer. He himself had not changed, but
only gone on in the line of his duty, doing the things
he hoped and believed a commander in chief should do.
He could not realize that in going on alone, he had
drawn them after him, gaining 1n stature as he fell back
on his belief in himself and the path he followed.

Every bone in his body ached as he pulled on his
boots, got into his coat, and buckled on his sword. He
went outside and walked over to one of the fires, so
that he could look at his watch. It was just half past
three in the morning.

Walking slowly down the line of entrenchments he
pretended to inspect them. As he passed, the men on
duty snapped to what they considered military alertness.
Some of them grinned anxiously; others sulked. A few
saluted.

He realized that the British lines could not be very
far away. The cannonading had stopped, and in the
morning stillness, he could hear the voices of the Hes-
sians. He wondered what they were talking about. He
had seen a good many of the Germans, prisoners and
deserters, and their ox-like stolidity disturbed him more
than it puzzled him. For all his disgust at the arrogant
independence of the New Englanders, it was better than
the abject willingness of the Hessians to obey orders,
anyone's orders. There was something terrifying about
the big, shuffling, straw-haired peasants.

The Virginian reached the end of the lines and
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turned back. Already, a dirty-grey hint of morning had
crept into the sky, and now he walked more slowly,
hike a condemned man who has used up the few hours of
grace remamnng to him and holds back because his
destination 1s implicit. Somewhere a cock crowed, and
somewhere else a dog began to bark.

A boy came running, round-cheeked and cockaded
as a lieutenant, panting for breath as he saluted and
stared at the big man.

“Yes?”

“Yes, sir, General Washington. I was to tell you re-
inforcements are coming over from the aty.”

“General Mifflin?” the foxhunter asked calmly.

*“Yes, sir, yes, sir.”” The big man’s calm was like cold
water poured on the boy’s excitement. ““Yes, sir—sha'n’t
we give those bloody lobsters the devil now?” The boy
could hardly keep from hopping up and down. “They’ll
attack at dawn, won’t they, sir, don’t you think so,
sir, begging your pardon—" His voice sighed out as he
realized his temerity. “General Putnam said you might
come down to the water—if you weren’t sleeping, if you
wish to, sir.”

“We'll go in a little while,” the Virginian said
calmly.

“In a little while, sire™

He nodded, noting the effect on the boy. It wouldn't
hurt for word to go around that Washington wasn't
worried, so little worried that he was hardly interested
in the number of men coming over from the city. It
was better, at any rate, than to let them know that the
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reinforcements were coming to their death because the
commander 1n chief hadn’t the strength of mind to give
up what he had already lost, but must drag more and
more of his men into the hopeless trap.

For five minutes more he struggled between a desire
to appear a hero in the boy’s eyes and a longing to know
what was happening on the river bank. Finally, he
looked at his watch and said, “We’ll go now, lieuten-
ant.”

The boy led the way proudly, shoulders thrown back,
hoping that many of his friends would see him strolling
with the commander in chief. As they walked, a faint,
mist-like rain began to fall, and with the rain, a furi-
ous and buoyant hope sprang into the foxhunter’s heart.
In the rain, flints wouldn’t spark and gunpowder would
become a sodden, unexplosive mess. In the rush of hope,
he felt his whole body trembling with excitement, yet
he forced himself to walk calmly by the boy’s side and
to speak in even, unworried tones.

“What is your pame, sir?” he asked.

*“Tom Lackway, sir, begging your pardon.”

“There’s no need to beg my pardon. How old are
you?"’

“Seventeen, sir.”

The big man raised his brows.

“Seventeen this April past,” the boy explained hastily.

“I see. When did you receive your commission?”

“It’s only a brevet cockade,” the boy said anxiously,
forgetting his “sir” for the first time. His hand roved
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to the feather he wore in his cap. “Yesterday,” he said
softly.

“Was your officer killed?”

“No—he run away,” the boy said.

It was raining in earnest when the Virginian reached
the niverfront, and the church spires and gabled roofs
of New York were already dim in the mist. His cocked
hat was drooping, and his uniform was entirely shape-
less by now. He kept his face impassive, but his hand
was trembling as he shook hands with Mifflin.

“Three regiments, sir,” Miffin said proudly. Mifflin
was an ambitious man; at thirty he had been sent to the
Congress. Now, at thirty-two, he was a general. Given
a fair share of years, he was often dazzled when he
thought of the heights to which he might rise. He was
impatient, and a little jealous of a man he considered
so very dull.

“I heard there was rough going yesterday.”

The Virgiman nodded. He felt Miffin’s contempt,
saw in it one tiny piece of the contempt of all quick,
intelligent men for a blunderer. He knew he hadn’t
the courage to tell Mifflin to turn around and send
his men back to New York So he stood there silently,
watching the troops disembark

There was a sense of order evident, the first bit of
actual order he had seen since he came over to Brook-
lyn. The boats were sliding back and forth smoothly
and expertly, and the men at the oars rowed as if they
had done nothing but row all their lives. So fascinated
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was he by this expert performance that he allowed the
imperturbable mask of his face to drop for a moment,
long enough for Mifflin to note the expression and nod
proudly.

“They know about boats,” Mifflin said, nodding at
the boatmen.

“They do know about boats,” the foxhunter agreed
mentally. He himself lost all sense of security where
water was concerned; he could not think in the terms
of a navy or even water barriers, that being one of the
reasons why he had allowed himself to be drawn into
the terrible cul-de-sac of Brooklyn. But even to him it
was plainly evident that these men knew and enjoyed
their work. They were leathery-skinned, long-faced
Yankees, but they wore an air of confidence that the
New England farmers did not possess. And there was
uniformity in the blue jackets and stained oilskins most
of them wore. Uniformzty was one of the many things
his army lacked; at least these men at the oars were of
a kind.

“Who are they?” he asked.

“Glover’s regiment, Marblehead fishermen. I didn’t
want my men blundering in the river all day—and these
men know how to row. Maybe they can’t fight, but
they know about boats—they should; they’ve been fisher-
men all along.”

“Fishermen,” the foxhunter said softly. “How many
are there?” The rain had increased, and now he laid his
big palms against the drops, eagerly, almost with sensu-
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ous relief. The morning was growing on, and still there
was no sign of a British attack.

“Six or seven hundred.”

His mind fought with an 1dea He didn’t hear Miffin
ask whether or not they would be better off taking shel-
ter out of the ramn, his mind was plodding down a maze
that might lead out of rumn. But he told himself, dog-
gedly. “I must do 1t alone, alone.”

For the first time in his life, he attempted the task
of crawling into the minds of little, frightened men.
He must plan a retreat, a retreat which the rain had
given one single, shim chance of success, yet he alone
out of the whole army must know that retreat was con-
templated If anyone else knew, the terror of the de-
feated army would turn into panic He had wanted tc
lead an army, a proud, disciplined army; instead he was
leading a frightened rabble of children and fools. But
he understood something of them now; he no longer
deluded himself.

“Sir?” Mafflin demanded

For ten minutes the big man had stood motionless
and silent in the pouring rain. Putnam, old and tired,
came plodding down the slope to join them. Mifflin
glanced at him, past the big man, and shrugged his
shoulders helplessly, as if to indicate that the Virginian
had gone off the loose end entirely.

“Sir?” Mifflin asked again.

Wherever the commander in chief stood, in his gaunt
height, a knot of officers gathered. Now they crouched
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in an impatient circle, waiting for him to come out
of the rain.

“I don't think they’ll attack today,” Putnam observed,
not sagacious, but sourly aware of sciatica and rheuma-
tism. “Why should they fight in the rain when they
can sit in therr tents and wait for the weather to clear?”

Nobody wanted to suggest retreat, yet it was the prime
thought in the minds of each of them, a certainty that
had to come from the Virgiman They stared at him ex-
pectantly, and he braced himself

“We won't retreat, gentlemen,” he told them.

Now their faces said that he had gone insane.

“Gentlemen,” he informed them quietly, “we are
going to bring over reinforcements and we are going
to take our sick and wounded back to New York. To-
day I want you to gather every boat on this river, every
barge or skiff or scow I want boats brought down from
the North River and I want every fishing craft out of
the Sound you can lay hands on—and I want them all
brought here, to the Brooklyn shore. I want you to get
those boats. I want you, Colonel Glover, to keep your
fishermen here, on the riverfront—do you understand,
on the riverfront?”

Then, weak, tired, but in a subtle way he had never
known before, triumphant, he shouldered through them
and walked back to the entrenchments. He was not a
good hand at deceit; 1t was the least of his virtues; but
the mere fact that he could cloak his intentions at all
amazed him curiously.
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Houns passed while he
sat in his tent, looked at his watch now and then, and
listened to the drizzle of rain on the canvas. There
was nothing to do but think; at least twenty-four hours
would have to pass before the boats began to arrive in
any sort of quantity.

He realized that sooner or later he would have to
divulge his plan to his officers. No one man, alone, could
put into effect the retreat of an army of thousands. The
duplicity would be too strained, too thinly drawn; and
if one single factor went wrong, the whole structure
would crash down like a house of cards.

Still, at this moment, there was nothing to do, and
the very fact of his sitting quietly in his tent would re-
assure the army. The boys who were his officers could
not match his patience; they hopped and squeaked, and
every five minutes one of them would thrust his head
into the tent. The commander sat at a little camp table,
writing calmly, and the boy would whistle and go back
to tell the others what he had seen.

“He looked up at me.”
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“Yes?”

“And didn’t say a word, just looked at me.”

“Annoyed?”

“No—I wouldn’t say that he was annoyed.”

“Smiling?”

*“Maybe a wee bit amused.”

*“Christ, he’s a cool onel”

And as the night wore on, the Virginian lay down on
his bed, and rolled feverishly from side to side, plead:
ing with himself for sleep. Doubts and fears paraded
mockingly; all the British had to do was to sail their
fleet up the East River and cut off the American retreat
once and forever. Knox's six- and nine-pounder popguns
could make no impression on their mighty ships of the
line, while a single broadside from their carronades
would blow the Marblehead men out of the water.

Then wny didn’t they? What held them back? What
were they waiting for?

Why, why, why? he asked himself, drifting into an
uneasy doze that brought memories walking like ghosts.
He woke and looked at his watch, and saw that only a
few minutes had passed.

In the wet, dismal dawn, he sat in his tent with Knox
and Putnam and Mifflin. The tent drooped and leaked;
there was an uneven rhythm between the drops inside
and the drops outside, and the floor of the tent was a
pancake of sucking mud. Putnam and Miffin sat to:
gether on the sway-backed bed, the foxhunter sat at his
rickety camp table, and Knox on a low ammunition box
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with a huge pewter pitcher of stale beer between his
legs.

“What are you waiting for?”” Mifflin demanded.

“Loggerhead,” Knox said, drawing in his huge
stomach and regarding the beer intently.

“Put 1n the rum and molasses.”

“When the loggerhead comes,” Knox said patiently.

“What the devil’s the difference?”

““He’s right, when the logger comes,” Putnam nodded.

“It's the only way,” Knox said. “Otherwise you spoil
it.”

“He’s right,” Putnam agreed. “You have to wait until
the 1ron’s hot.”

“Damfool superstition,” Mifflin muttered.

The Virginian shook his head wearily and tapped his
long fingers on the table “Gentlemen,” he said quietly,
“the flip can wait.”

“Sorry, sir,” Knox said He poked a finger into the
stale beer and licked absently.

“We're going to retreat,” the Virginian said. His
voice was humble, almost pleading. There seemed to
be no future and no end to the word retreat

They stared at him bewilderedly. Knox was the first
to look away, his round boyish face was puckered and
frightened. He picked up a tin pan of molasses from the
floor and let molasses run into the beer. It ran slowly
and obstinately, and while Knox poured, a skinny, pock-
marked runt of a boy poked into the tent, carrying a red-
hot iron,

“Loggerhead, sir,” the boy squeaked.
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“Give it to me,” Knox said

“The rum!” Putnam reminded him gruffly.

Mifflin took up a bottle of rum and poured it into the
pitcher of beer, and then Knox plunged in the red-hot
poker. The whole mess sizzled and steamed, giving off a
foul, leathery smell. The pock-marked boy watched,
fascinated, until a glance from Putnam sent him scurry-
ing away. Knox, meanwhile, had set the poker aside and
was pouring the concoction into earthenware cups.

The commander drank from his mug slowly. No one
had proposed a toast, no one wanted a toast. Mifflin,
Knox and Putnam filled and refilled from the pewter
pitcher with grim earnestness.

“It’s filthy bad flip,” Knox said.

And Mifflin muttered, “I can’t understand that, sir,
about retreat. I can’t understand it, sir. I brought over
my men and now you tell me retreat. I can’t understand
it, sir. Why shouldn’t we fight them?”

“There’s nothing else,” the Virginian said. “The men
won't fight—God knows if they ever will. And if the
British sail up the river, that’s the end of it. It’s better
to have an army that won’t fight than no army at all.”

“Sir, if you tell them to retreat,” Knox said, “it’ll be
worse.”

The big man nodded. How many times in the past
twenty-four hours had he pictured thousands of panic-
stricken men fighting madly to be the first into the
boats! “You won't tell them,” he said. “After dark, to-
night, order certain regiments to be relieved, one by one.
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Each to think all the rest are holding the line. Maybe
that way—"

“_sick and tired,” Putnam was muttering “Can’t
hardly move my hip.”

“—most can be taken out of this. General Mifflin, I
want you to man the redoubts with your men and hold
them untl I give word that you are to go.”

“And get r1d of me as he got rid of Stirling and Sul-
livan,” Mifflin thought.

Almost tearfully, Knox asked, “But what about my
guns, sir—what about my guns?”

“Spike them.”

“All of them? Can’t we take a few over, sir?”

The big man shook his head.

“All my beautiful guns,” Knox whispered. He had
downed too much flip, and he was almost maudlin now.
“My beautiful guns,” he sighed.

The rain went on. The commander threw a cloak
over his shoulders and walked back and forth through
the camp. The men were frightened and wet and mis-
erable; they had no tents over here in Brooklyn, most
of them, and they lay around in a sick sort of despair.
They gave the commander in chief hardly a glance as he
passed; they had made no effort to keep their muskets
out of the rain, and there was hardly a piece in the camp
1n condition to fire.

Any sort of attack would have swept them away like
over-ripe wheat, they had lost all semblance of an army;
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they lay where they were only because each and every
one of them realized the hopelessness of retreat. Some
of them, the sixteen- and seventeen-year-old boys for the
most part, were still whimpering like hurt puppies
over the shock of the rout. The Maryland and Virginia
troops held themselves apart, sull in some semblance of
order, it was their private grudge that they had taken
too great a share of the battering, and it needed only a
tiny incident to send them at the throats of the New
Englanders. The New Englanders, for their part, had
discussed the maserable showing and defeat of the revo-
lutionary army with Yankee thoroughness, and they
were convinced now that the officers who led them had
deliberately betrayed them. Given the chance, a good
many of them would desert; and many were now plan-
ning how they would manage 1t, once they were out of
this devilish Brooklyn trap. But others would go on,
betrayed or not, because this was something they had
started at Concord and Lexington and would finish be-
cause their need for freedom was more organic than
logical. They had to be free; it was part of their blood
and flesh, and any sort of servitude, real or imagined,
was like a raw cancer inside of them.

Every movement of the foxhunter’s tall, straight body
was an affront to them. They cursed him for what they
knew him to be, a stupid, heartless Virginia foxhunter.

Their common sense told them that he, the wealthiest
man in America, could have no real interest in the war.
His hardness and bitter temper were constant subjects of
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discussion among them. Even that outlandish name of
his was an affront to them. Washington—who in all hell
had ever heard of such a name?

His feet hurt. Through all the pains of a sickly body
that had been denied sleep for sixty hours, the pain of
his feet was most persistent And as the dreary afternoon
closed, with the British still patiently waiting in their
tents for the rain to stop, he decided that he could not
walk another step. He called for his horse, mounted,
and rode down to the riverfront; as he rode he dozed
constantly, and he had to pull himself awake again and
again with a defimite effort of will.

Now that all preparations had been completed, he
was certain that the retreat would not come off success-
fully. It was inconceivable that the British, who were
only a few hundred yards away, should allow this beaten
wreck of an army to withdraw in safety. He saw ruin
and disgrace and the gallow’s noose, and tired as he was
his thoughts took on the drift of a fantastic nightmare.
He wondered vaguely what force made him do one
thing after another; he had never thought a great deal
about forces.

At the niverfront, he was amazed by the number of
boats the Marblehead men had gathered. They were
only now beginning to approach the Brooklyn shore,
but the river up toward Hell's Gate was alive with bob-
bing craft of every description. They came out of the
murk of fog and rain in an endless stream, driven by
the wind and the laughing, rain-soaked fishermen, and
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the same fog and rain hid their approach from the
British fleet, stationed out on the bay. And the Marble-
head men were enjoying therr task; sick to death of
endless marching and drilling, they had turned at last
to a job that suited them, and they alone of all the
army worked well and quickly and efliciently. Their
colonel, Glover, was a Salem man himself; he had raised
the regiment of fishermen; he knew his men, what they
were capable of, and how to get the last ounce of work
out of them.

As the boats came in, Glover was having them moored
and beached, stripping them of all gear except that ab-
solutely necessary to a ferry, and assigning a crew of
men to each boat. The larger boats, sailing gigs and a
few cutters, were kept separate, so that they could have
room for a circular tack. As dusk fell, the massed boats
made a solid rank on the riverfront.

Knox came crunching down to where the commander
sat on his horse. The boy’s pudgy face was twisted with
despaur.

“About those guns, sir,” he said.

“Yes?”

“Where are we going to find more guns when we
spike those?”

The big man shrugged.

“An army fights with guns,” Knox insisted doggedly.

“And with men—and we have neither.”

They looked at one another, the bookseller who had
once dreamed of being a successful publisher and the
foxhunter who had once dreamed of having many peace-
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ful years—with the woman he loved and children of his
own.

“I'll start to spike as soon as it’s dark,” Knox said.

“Quetly as you can.”

“You can’t spike a gun quietly, sir,” Knox said
morosely. “I'll do my best.”

“And when 1t’s done, send your men down here to
be taken across the river.”

At about seven o’clock, Glover came over to report
that his boats were almost all in, as many as could be
expected, and that he was ready to start ferrying when
the word was given. A dozen officers had come down and
clustered around the commander in chief, making him
realize again that the only force capable of stirring the
broken army lay in his thin, weary body. He looked at
the officers with bloodshot eyes, staring at face after face,
wondering vaguely that these children should be colo-
nels and majors and generals, and then, singling out
one, said, “Bring down your regiment and put them in
the boats.”

“Retreat, sir?”

“No, you fool—I'm relieving your regiment, sending
them over to the city for rest and dry clothes. The
rest of you go back to your posts.”

He almost laughed aloud, 1t was such a silly, childish
deception. He walked his horse down to the boats, that
he might be on hand to supervise the embarkation,
and there 1n the flickering light of a lantern held by one
of the fishermen, he began to doze again.
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“Sirp”

He looked up sleepily.

“You looked somehow sickly,” the fisherman grinned.

“Get to your post!”

“Yes, sir—"

“Get to your post! By God, Glover, keep your men in
hand!” They were the only ones left he could disci-
pline; the rest were beyond discipline.

He sat there, trembling with fatigue, biting his lips
to drive away sleep until the blood ran down inside
his mouth.

He was astonished to discover how well the scheme
worked. Its very sumplicity was the factor that made it
successful Each regiment, believing that it alone was
the lucky one, believing that it alone was to be relieved,
crept down to the riverfront in the deepest silence.
Their fear was not that the British should hear them;
as an enemy and a factor to be considered, the British
had vanished entirely from their minds: their fear was
that their less fortunate comrades should hear them and
destroy this, their last chance for life and liberty.

After the first regiment had left the Brooklyn shore
for the dim lights of Manhattan, the Virginian’s weari-
ness vanished. There was still a chance, and it appeared
to be a good chance. His thought-process was meticu-
lous, but all his grown life he had sat at card tables,
and the heady lust for a stake placed on a good deal
was deep in his blood. He drove his horse back and
forth, being everywhere at once, shepherding the men
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into the boats as he would a herd of sheep As with many
sickly men, he had an almost inexhaustible store of
nervous energy; later he would pay the price, but now
he was a furious, challenging man on a horse.

He spared no one. The boys who called themselves
generals wilted under the lash of his tongue. The Mar-
blehead fishermen, who were already laboring super-
humanly, were not laboring well enough. He dragged
the patient Glover over hot coals, and when the Salem
man dared meekly to protest, he roared, “I'll have no
back talk, sir! God damn you, do your duty!”

He had been born in a saddle and weaned like a colt,
the foxhunter; as he rode now, the horse was of his
flesh and slave to his flesh.

The night wore on and still the regiments came and
still he herded them into the boats. He had lost count,
and when he asked his aides they knew no more than
he about how many were left holding the lines. But
they were exuberant, heady with the success of the
maneuver.

“Let me go see, sir,” one of them, Scammel by name,
begged.

“Yes. But leave Mifflin.”

“What?” Scammel had reared his horse.

“I said leave Mifflin and bring the others. Mifflin goes
last.”

“Yes, sir.”” Scammel dashed away.

“I don’t think he understood you, sir,” Glover ob-
served.
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But another regiment was creeping down from the
heights, and the Virginian rode off to direct them to
the boats. Nothing would go wrong now.

The orders he had given Scammel, which Scammel
did not understand, yet hastened to carry out, fear-
ing to face the commander with his confusion, set off a
chain that threatened to blow all his plans sky-high.
Scammel dashed up to Mifflin and told him that the
commander in chief desired him, Mifflin, to march all
his troops down to the boat landing to be embarked for
New York.

“My troops or them?” Miffin demanded, pointing to
the thinned, nervous ranks of New Englanders, as con-
trasted with his own fairly well-disciplined regiments.

“Your own troops, I think,” Scammel said.

“You're sure?”

“That's what he told me.”

“And them?” pointing to the New Englanders.

Scammel shook his head, and Mifflin shrugged, giving
orders for his men to abandon their places in the en-
trenchments and fall into line. The New Englanders
watched open-mouthed, trying to comprehend the fact
that while Mifflin’s fresh troops marched away, they
were to be left for a sacrifice, they who had fought so
well and shed so much of their blood in the battle of
Brooklyn. For just so long as it took them {o com-
prehend the fact, they stood there and watched, and
then the spell broke and they bolted. And every brigade
within sight or hearing joined in the flight.
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The wave of men was like a flood rolling down to

the boat landing. They gave themselves to panic and
fought and clawed. They climbed over each other’s
heads; they crawled between feet; they punched and
ripped and tore; they wept in terror and pushed their
comrades 1nto the black waters of the river. They cursed
the Marblehead fishermen hysterically, and the fisher-
men fought back with clubbed oars.
! And in the center of it, roaring like an enraged beast,
was the commander 1n chief. He was everywhere at once,
furious and terrible—and quelling them; it was like cold
water poured on hot flames, and out of the wretched siz-
zle came a single moment of deep silence.

“Get to your ranksl!”

They gave way before him and cowered; many of
them sank to the ground and wept into their trembling
hands. And the big man rode through them, looking
neither to left nor to right.

‘When he found Mifflin, he had himself almost under
control once more, enough to keep from flinging him-
self on the general with all the terrible fury he was
capable of, enough to sit rigid and demand, “Why did
you withdraw, Mifflin?”

“I had your orders.”

“God damn you, nol You had no orders!”

“By God, I did!” Mifflin raged. “Didn’t you send
Scammel to me? Didn’t you order me to fall back?”
His eyes ran with tears of rage and he slapped his
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hands helplessly against his thighs. “Didn’t you send
Scammel to me, didn’t you?”

The foxhunter climbed down from his horse, walked
over to Mifflin, and took the man by the shoulders.

“Didn’t you send Scammel to me?”” Mifflin sobbed.

The Virginian was restored to sanity now; he was
able to recall the question in Scammel’s eyes that the
boy had not dared to ask.

“What did Scammel tell you?” he asked Mifflin.

*“To come down herel”

The Virginian shook his head. “Forgive me.”

“Sire”

“I'm sorry, General Mifflin, believe me. It wasn’t
Scammel’s fault nor yours. I don’t know what I'm say-
ing sometimes.”

“What are your orders, sir?” Mifflin asked hoarsely,
feeling then, at that moment, that he would have died
for the tall foxhunter, and gladly.

“Go back to your post and hold it until I send for
you.”

“I'll hold 1t until hell breaks loose,” Mifilin whis-

pered.

It was close on morning, and the fog had lifted. The
Virginian sat in a boat with Knox and a schoolboy cap-
tain of artillery whose name was Alexander Hamilton.

“Push off, sir?” the Marblehead man at the tiller
asked.

“Just a moment.”

The oars wavered and dropped to the water. The
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captain of artillery pointed to the slope where Hes-
sians were already scrambling through the mud.

“Better go now, sir,” Knox said morosely, st1ll mourn-
ing the loss of his guns.

“We’ll go,” the big man nodded.

The ullerman fended off and the oars scooped at the
water. As the boat glided out into the river, the Hes-
sians formed up and let loose a volley,

The commander in chief hardly moved; he was dozing
already, and in a moment more he would be asleep. He
didn’t want to think now; he still had his army, for
what it was worth, and there would be time for thought
later.
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THE ARMY OF LIBERTY

ON AUGUST 29, the good
burghers of New York City had gone to sleep with the
comforting knowledge that the patriot army was some-
where else. And these good men, solid men who knew
the price of things and minded their own business,
asked only one thing of the patriot army—that it be
somewhere else.

When they woke up, on August goth, they discov-
ered to their horror and dismay that the army of liberty
had returned. Not in the best order, it is true; there
was no beating of drums and playing of fifes, there were
no Yankee farmers in close rank, trying to march as if
they were soldiers; there were no gay cockades and ar-
rogant boasts; instead there was a bedraggled, crawling
thing that occupied the city in silence and misery.

When the burghers came out in the morning to open
their shops and swing back their shutters, they saw the
soldiers of liberty moving through the streets, wet,
glassy-eyed, and beaten.

The commander in chief slept in a deep cavern of
darkness that was only faintly punctuated by pinprick
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musket..Bashes; 1ié “slept not restlessly, but log-like,
chained down by weariness; and afterwards everything
from the moment he stepped into the boat to leave
Brooklyn was masked by that same fog of weariness.
He hardly remembered how he dozed on the seat with
the muskets roaring behind him, nor did he recall his
stammering insistence that he had left something be-
hind him. He had no memory of taking off his clothes,
of sipping at a glass of wine someone held out to him
—and of falling asleep while he sipped, of giving orders
in a faint, dream-like whisper.

In his sleep, the battle became more vivid and more
terrible, and once he woke with the graung cry of
“Yonkee, Yonkee” ringing in his ears. But after that he
slipped back into a deep and restful slumber.

He slept through the morning and afternoon, and
as evening came on, he still slept. His officers, for all
their desire to know his plans, did not have the heart
to wake him. Younger men than he, their stretch of
wakefulness had been neither so long nor so painful,
and now they were up and gathering in little knots
around the house where he slept.

Their talk was all of the battle and the incredible
escape from Brooklyn; none of them seemed to realize
the full import of the loss they had sustained—a full
fifth of their effectives on the Brooklyn shore. Their
youth gave them a heady, insane confidence, out of their
farms and their shops, they had come to this magnifi-
cent adventure, and when the adventure threatened to
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end abruptly, they had escaped, and therefore one thing
followed absolutely:
They would always escape.

The army of liberty slept too. They had crawled into
whatever dark corners they could find. Above Canal
Street, there were dozens of old Dutch barns, and each
of these barns was crammed full of patriots, snoring
and complaining, shaking with fever and trembling
with fear. Some of the Yankees lay in the gutters, and
others slept curled against doors of houses that were
closed to them. Two lieutenants and four privates lay
on a wet tent fly, spread in the mud of Bowery Lane, A
church was filled with moaning wounded, but there
were neither doctors nor nurses to attend to them. A
boy lay dead on Pearl Street with his face in the mud,
but the worthy burghers regarded him as they might
a dead cat or a dead dog. The Jewish Synagogue on
Mull Street was packed so full of sick and wounded that
there was no room left for the old men to pray, they
stood outside and listened to the cries of the tortured
creatures that had once been their sons and grandsons.
In Fraunces Tavern a half company of Delaware Swedes
had finished all the rum on hand, broken most of the
furniture, and gone to sleep on the floor On Bowling
Green, fourteen Poles, all that was left of a brigade, had
built a fire of driftwood and sat around it, not for the
warming of their bodies but of their poor, lonely souls.
They knew not one single word of English, they sang
their mournful Slavic songs and remembered the days
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when they had fled like beasts through the desolate
Pripet Marshes; and they told each other that it was
always the same when men looked around for a way to
make themselves free Two men, a Virginian and a
Rhode Island Yankee, had fought like devils in the
bushes north of Old Slip, and the Virginian left the
Yankee with his throat cut and his blood running out.

They slept through the morning and most of the
afternoon, but toward evening they began to awake and
their courage returned to some degree They came out
of their dark holes and sought for something to quench
their thirst They stormed the taverns, and with a mug
or two of flip under their belts they became heroes.
There was not a man among them who had not killed
his share and more than his share of the cowardly
British, and what they had done to the Hessians was
something for their grandchildren to hear. They cursed
the Virgimia squire who had mismanaged everything,
and they said what a damned fortunate thing 1t was
he had men he could depend on. As more and more
red-hot loggers came out of the fire, as more and more
flip flowed 1nto their bellies, their boasting turned into
a desire for action, and bands of Yankees set out to find
some of the God-damned Virginians, and bands of
Maryland men set out to revenge the deaths of their
comrades by breaking some Rhode Island heads. Arm
in arm, Pennsylvanians roamed the streets, filled with
sullen hatred for everyone, and Down Easters swore
they would make New York a hell spot for any filthy
tidewater aristocrats they could find.
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Pitched battles raged, and cobblestones and clubbed
muskets left broken heads behind A jeweler who had
the reputation of being a Tory, but who had stayed on
in New York protesting his love for the patriots, had
his shop broken into, and a whole brigade of Connecti-
cut men strutted with watches and pins

Two boys came out of the jeweler’s house and went
after the Connecticut men. Their names were Aaron
Burr and Alexander Hamilton, Hamilton, a wraith of a
lad with violet, girl-like eyes, lit into the Connecticut
brigade like a fury out of hell There were other splashes
in the whirlpool, Knox beat in the heads of two
drunken Virginians who had torn the clothes off a
Dutch girl, and old Israel Putnam went through street
after street, driving Yankees out of the mud with his
bare sword, while he tongue-lashed them in a way that
could be heard blocks off Other officers followed his
example, and as night fell on New York, the town be-
came a bedlam of cursing, pleading officers, drunken’
soldiers, weeping boys, and bitterly complaining citi-
zens.

The bickering was endless and childish—over muskets,
knapsacks, handkerchiefs, loaves of bread. In the mad
scramble out of Brooklyn, everyone had grabbed what
he could, and everyone claimed everyone else’s posses-
sions. Now, with brigades scattered through the narrow
streets, with drunkards lost, forgetful even of the name
of their regiments, weeping for comrades they had seen
killed when they ran away, with hundreds of deserters
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racing like mad for the wooded hills of Harlem Heights,
the situation was well-nigh hopeless.

Yet the baby-faced officers persevered, and presently as
the night wore on, some sort of order came nto being.
And later, once more, the army of liberty slept.

Billy brought in six bottles of Madeira “Instead of
flip,” the foxhunter said diffidently, smiling a little in
the first feeble attempt at a joke that his young men
had heard 1n many days. He was very fond of Madeira,
and now that he had slept and rested and changed his
clothes and combed his hair, nothing else would do.

The dozen or so officers who sat crowded close to the
round table made up a sort of council of war. The Vir-
ginian had summoned them to talk about the retreat,
the future, and the revolution: Knox and Putnam and
Mercer and Miffhin and Spencer and Clinton—and
others, generals, major generals, colonels, and the boy
Hamilton who could write so well, sitting to one side
with his open notebook on his knee, his own nineteen
years shightly in awe of these men in their late twenties
and early thirties.

When they first gathered at the table, the commander
in chief had not yet appeared. He sat over a little table
in his bedroom, painfully composing a message to the
army which had been so miraculously restored to him.
When he wrote it was with difficulty and even with
shame, for he spelled badly, and in a time of magnifi-
cent penmen, his penmanship was not of the best. He
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had a love of words that verged upon humble supplica-
tion, yet all his life words had eluded him. He could
not transpose emotion into letters; if the world fell on
him, he could only report that there was a disturbance,
and if his heart was breaking, 1t made him ashamed and
self-conscious to say that he was somewhat uneasy.

It was difficult enough to compose what he believed,
but now for an hour he had written and scratched out
a mockery of the trath, fimshing with something he
hardly dared to read through.

“They’ll laugh,” he told himself. He made up his
mind that if they laughed, he would not trust himself
to words, but just stare at them with great composure
and an even glance.

Before he left his bedroom, he examined himself
carefully 1n the mirror. He set his face in a very calm
and knowing expression, thinking with nme satisfaction
that they would say to each other afterward:

“He's got 1ce 1n his veins, not a bit disturbed. It may
be bluff, but more likely he knows about things. That
whole mess of Brooklyn doesn’t disturb him.”

He straightened his coat and smoothed out the wrin-
kles in his fawn-colored breeches. Billy had sewn two
bits of lace under his cuffs, and now he let the lace droop
onto his wrists in the lazy manner he managed so well.
Instead of boots, he wore white silk stockings and black
pumps—with a calculated purpose. so they might say
that he was more prepared to dance than to fight, and
certainly not disturbed. He looked at his watch, saw
that he had kept them waiting for more than a half
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hour, and then he made his deliberate entrance, his six
feet two and a half inches stiff as a ramrod.

When the wine had been poured, he proposed the
first toast. “To the Contunental Congress,” he said
calmly, wondering grimly how long it would be so, how
many days or weeks at the most before the toast would
again be to “His Gracious Majesty, the King.” And
the boys around the table reflected his thoughts, drink-
ing soberly, thoughtfully.

The second toast he made to “America.” His men
looked at him curiously and uncertainly. It was facetious
of him, or clever, or foolish; he was a Virginian. They
were Yankees, most of them, and they could never for-
get that he was a Virgiman. And the word America had
a strange foreign sound in their ears.

“To America, gentlemen,” he had said.

The third toast was for the gallant men who had died,
shot through or pinned 1n the back by a sliver of steel
or trampled underfoot. Looking at their faces he real-
ized that they were thinking more of the men who had
run away than of those who had died. “Let it be that
way”’—he said to himself—"only judge not.”

The fourth toast was for the future, for the success
of their arms, and now he saw them looking at him as if
he had mentioned something foul, not to be spoken of.

The fifth toast was for them, his officers, and as he
proposed 1t he saw the red flushes mantle their faces,
and he felt choked and lonely in their esteem.

Billy brought more of the Madeira.
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The sixth toast was for him, for “His Excellency,
George Washington, Commander in Chief of the Con-
tinental Forces ”

“Thank you, gentlemen,” he said quietly, almost mis-
erably, hating himself for the manner 1n which he had
prepared and developed this whole scene, calculating
every reaction 1n the headstrong boys who followed him.

He sat for the most part in silence, letting them talk
as they wished. In his own mind, he knew what he
desired to do and knew how impossible 1t was. What
he wanted was retreat, constant retreat, long, hard
marches that would never allow his men to stay for a
moment 1n one place, never allow them to think, never
allow them to desert. The business in Brooklyn had
given him some insight on one terribly important fact:
that it was his army that counted. By the grace of God,
he still had his army, and nothing else mattered. He
would take his army and go away—burn New York to
the ground and give the British only a heap of ashes
for winter quarters when they took New Yoik—go on
for months 1f necessary, go on across the great green
bulk of the Alleghenies, but keep his army intact and
together.

Yet he knew it was impossible Congress had made
him commander in chief to fight battles, and to fight bat-
tles they had given him an army of Yankee children.

‘“We're safe enough,” Knox was saying “We're on an
island. An island’s like a good fort; you can hold it
forever ”
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“And we're like to be there forever.”

“I say to hell with all that and burn the town, and
get out and leave them the ashes.”

“Burn it?”

“Burn it! That's what I say. Burn it!”

“I live here, sirl”

Scorn and hate and bickering destroyed the radiant
warmth of the toasts, and chairs were pushed back; and
then military tactics thrust into a well of personalities.

“Gentlemen,” the big man said.

Then they sat 1n silence for a while, their commander
telling them that he had wanted to burn New York,
but that Congress forbade it and that he would hear no
further talk on the menit or lack of merit in any Con-
gressional policy.

“Retreat, sir?”

He shook his head. “We'll try to hold some of the
city,” he said.

They looked at him perplexedly. Was this another of
his tricks? He had been damned clever at Brooklyn.

“We must make sure of Kingsbridge,” he said, al-
lowing just a faint note of hopelessness to creep into
his voice. Kingsbridge was a way off the island at its
northernmos: tip, a wooden bridge crossing Spuyten
Duyvil.

Old Putnam was afraid and he shook his head, he
felt ancient and foolish 1n that circle of hotheaded boys.

Maffiin, a little drunk, regarding the foxhunter more
highly than ever after the incident at Brooklyn and the
Virginian's selfless apology, said, ““Whatever comes, we
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can hold Fort Washington—we can hold it until hell
freezes over!” And then there was a moment of silence,
for the fort was his own, the first place named after him,
to give him dignity and dignity to the Congress that had
elected him, the first place in all the broad miles of
America called Washington Yet it was almost never
called that in his presence, instead they spoke of “the
fort” or “that hill north of the Heights.”

“We can hold Fort Washington,” Knox said shyly,
stressing the name. And the others nodded.

He felt that he could not bear much more of this;
his life had been with his kind, Virgimians and aristo-
crats, not Yankee boys; he had never been loved. Re-
spected, admired, but not loved. Sull there was a heady
sort of joy in knowing that they would follow him any-
where, to hell if necessary, but anywhere he chose to
lead. It was something he had not done deliberately;
they had hated him at first, but for their hatred he re-
turned a measure of justice. The rest, that he might ap-
pear fearless, honorable, wonderful to look at, some-
thing to regard with admuiration, did not occur to him;
their love of him left him puzzled and deeply moved,
the more so since he had no complete understanding of
their reasons.

“We will do what we can,” he said helplessly.

“We must not fight them here,” old Israel pleaded.

“What we can do and must do—"

“We should abandon the town!”

“Nol”

Spencer, drunk on six glasses of Madeira, cried, “By
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God, hold the city and blow the filthy swine to helll”
“You're drunk, sir,” old Israel said evenly.
“Sober enough to see you in hell, you damned old
lady!”
“Spencer, hold your tongue!” the Virginian said icily.
After that, the long silence was a dumb admussion by
each and every one of them.

\ ‘““You will form your brigades,” said the commander
in chief. “You will get them out of the streets and
take away whatever they have stolen. Common thieves
will recerve thirty lashes, and {or desertion a hundred,
and for rape five hundred. I want that understood. I
want them paraded. For those of your men who threw
away their muskets, find something, if not muskets at
least a pike or a pitchfork or a knife I have written out
an order for the men—to encourage their spirits and
to give them some feeling of devotion. I will read it to
you now, and then I will have my secretary make copies
for you to read to your brigades tomorrow. Here is
the order as I have written it

“Now, our whole Army 1s collected together, without
water wntervening, while the Enemy can receive litle
assistance from their ships; their Army 1s and must be
divided into many bodies, and fatigued with keeping up
a communication with their ships; whereas ours is con-
nected and can act together, they must effect a landing,
under so many disadvantages, that if officers and soldiers
are vigilant, and alert, to prevent surprise, and add spirit
when they approach, there is no doubt of our success.
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“The General hopes the several officers, both superior
and inferior, will now exert themselves, and gloriously
determine to conquer, or die— From the justice of our
cause—the situation of the harbor, and the bravery of
her sons, America can only expect success. Now is the
time for every man to exert himself, and to make our
country glorious, or it will become contemptible.”

He had finished speaking, and 1t was out, and he
stared straight ahead, waiting for them to laugh. No
one laughed. He looked slowly at Knox, whose eyes were
filled with tears.

Meanwhile, one of a thousand deserters had been
caught by the patrol at Kingsbridge. The man, a Ver-
monter, fought and struggled, and finally collapsed in
impotent rage when he saw escape was hopeless. Curi-
osity impelled the soldiers of the patrol to open the
huge bag he was carrying. It contained a ham, a lady’s
silk dress, and assorted products of six or seven other
New York shops All that they understood, and even
admired his very capable looting. But the presence of
an eight-pound cannonball stumped them.

“What's this?” they demanded.

“A ball, ye damn fools.”

“What for? Why are you stealing ammunition?”

“Lor’, ye damn fools, I'm bringing a bumper for my
maw to ground out mustard with.”
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ONE TERRIBLE SUNDAY MORNING

Rmmc from the little
cluster of houses that was called New York, a country
village on the southern tip of Manhattan Island, up to
his headquarters in Harlem, in the cool Saturday after-
noon of September 14th, the Virginia squire reviewed
the events of the past two weeks.

All 1n all, he had not done badly; and he reflected
with some satisfaction that the defeated rabble which
had fled so miserably from Brooklyn Heights had once
again some semblance of an army. Two weeks ago, im-
mediately after their return to New York, he had al-
most lost hope; men were deserting, not singly, nor even
in groups of ten and twenty, but in whole brigades. All
discipline had been forgotten, and the army had terri-
fied New York, rioting through the streets, brawling,
looting, raping and killing. Pitched battles had occurred
between the Virginia and North Carolina brigades and
the New Englanders, and the whole army appeared to be
in a state of rapid dissolution.

Only by the grace of God had the British refrained
from some attempt to make a bridgehead on Manhattan,
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and now he dared to hope that they had held back too
long He had regrouped his forces into three divisions,
one under the command of old Putnam, assigned to
hold the city 1tself, another under Heath to hold the
northern bottleneck of Kingsbridge, and the third under
Spencer to hold the body of Manhattan in-between. He
was uncertain of Spencer, whom he did not completely
trust and whom he considered a fool; but the only
other major general availabls, Nathanael Greene—whom
he trusted and liked—was just recovering from the fever
which had laid him low before the Brooklyn affair. Spen-
cer would do until Greene returned, and now, in the
bright coolness of the autumn afternoon, the Virginian
felt wonderfully exhilarated and not at all disposed to-
ward worry.

There had been times during the past two weeks when
he had been so sick with despair that all the strength
had gone out of his body, when he had lain on his
bed, in hopelessness, for hours on end. As when, for in-
stance, the Congress had lost courage entirely, flinching
from the thousand and more men lost on Brooklyn
Heights, and had sent Dr. Franklin and Mr. John
Adams to talk with General Howe about surrender.
He, their servant, could not protest; he was a soldier
taking orders; but heartbroken, he had pleaded with
those around him, those he knew and had come to love
as he had never loved men—Knox, Putnam, Mifflin:
“Why, why, why? Why surrender?”

“No,” they told him. “It won’t turn out that way;
there won’t be any talk of surrender.”
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“They let me fight the battles,” he said miserably,
“and then they send Adams and Franklin to talk about
surrender. It doesn’t matter that men have died for
liberty.”

“It matters, sir,” they tried to convince him.

“Franklin’s an old man; he’s got no guts.”

“He won’t give up.”

“And Adams put me here. Is he afraid now?” And
then he said, “They’re all afraid, that’s the long and
short of it. They're afraid and they want to give up.
God help us, that's all, they want to give up.”

Afterwards, when the discussions had produced noth-
ing more than a flow of keen wit from Dr. Franklin,
the Virgimian tried to understand why he had been so
shaken by the thought that the revolution might peter
out after the disgraceful rout of Brooklyn. He was slow
and awkward at introspection, which he regarded as
something slightly sordid, yet he probed himself enough
to realize that there were other reasons than the desire
to prove himself a leader of some quality instead of a
fool. What those other reasons were, he didn’t quite
know; certainly there was no real bond between himself
and the rabble of Yankees, backwoods Southerners, and
foreign revolutionaries he led, yet there was a drive and
a force, and an ache in his heart for something unseen
yet tremendously powerful and forthright.

But today, he had dismissed the painful and rather
nasty business of introspection; he had dismissed fears
and worries and doubts and had given himself to the
good feeling of a wind in his face and a hard dirt road
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under his horse’s hoofs. Riding through the lovely woods
of mid-Manhattan, with meandering brooks, silver-faced
ponds, and stone-hedged fields on either side of him,
he thought that never 1n his life, even on the shores of
his beloved Potomac, had he seen country so placidl;
beautful. He was a farmer and countryman, out of
many generations of farmers and countrymen, and he
reacted to things instinctively and gratefully, to a
flight of birds dark against the rosy sky that rimmed
the black Palisades, to the waving surface of bright and
golden wheat 1n the neat Dutch fields, to the exquisite
scarlet of the early turning red maples, to a windmill
looping against the cold green sky of the east, to little
pink lizards swarming over the dust of the road, to the
baying of hounds in the spirit of an evening chase, to
a tiny red-cheeked boy teetering on top of a split rail
fence—to fading sun, and wind and scudding clouds.

It was a moment when life was inordinately good,
good beyond measure to this thin man whose love of life
was sensuous and grateful

Along with him, there rode a troop of about a dozen
light horse, one of the few cavalry units in his army,
fat Colonel Knox, grinning and happy to be near the
man he worshiped, young Burr, sent along by Putnam to
accompany the commander in chief back to his head-
quarters on Harlem Heights, and a Lieutenant Grayson
and a Captain Hardy The light horse had not been
light horse for very long, and they found it difficult
to keep in order, two abreast and two abreast; nstead
they bunched up and strung out as the procession
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wound along, and the officers were in such good spirits
that they hadn’t the heart to criticize.

The men began to sing, chanting their everlasting
ditty about Yankee Doodle and the pony he rode to
London Town. The verses were endless, most of them
smutty, but the Virginia squire screwed up his face not
at the content but at what he considered a wretched
melody. His own taste was for Mozart and Bach, and
now he had a nostalgic memory of the hours he had
spent with his flute, painfully picking out the difficult
counterpoint. He was like a child about his music, lov-
ing it, quick with eagerness when a new piece came
over from London, sitting alone behind a locked door
and making the air sigh with wordless outpourings, yet
ashamed of the fact that in this as in everything else,
he was mediocre.

They rode on northward, turnirg east from the
Bloomingdale Road which wound along the river bank,
cutting across the fragrant meadows, threading through
the wall of trees that humped like a backbone north
and south over the whole 1sland, stopping at a farm to
drink from a mossy wooden bucket, and then turning
north again under the high ridge of Morningside
Heights into the gathering twilight. From there it was
only a few miles to the house which he had selected
for his new headquarters.

This house, a graceful, white Georgian structure,
which was almost painfully reminiscent of Mount Ver-
non, had belonged to Captain Roger Morris, and was
one of many magnificent homes scattered among the
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Dutch farmlands of the island. Captain Morris had
prudently gone to England to await the ignoble end of
the miserable rebellion, and his wife was with some
Tory friends in Yonkers, spending long evenings dis-
cussing the Yankee scum In their absence, the Virginian
had taken over theiwr house, ostensibly because it was
more or less centrally located, about three miles south
of Kingsbridge and nine miles north of the city; ac-
tually, because sitting as it did, on a grassy lawn over
the Harlem Ruver, it was another Mount Vernon.

He arnived there late that night, past midnight, and
remarked cheerfully to his secretary, Robert Harrison,
who had waited up for him, that he was glad the next
day was Sunday and that he could look forward to a
day of rest

There was little enough rest. He had hardly started
to undress before a panting messenger burst into the
Morris house and demanded to see the commander in
chuef.

“He’s gone to bed,” the Virginian heard Harrison
say.

“Well, I reckon he’d better git up.”

“Mind your tongue, damn you!”

The Virginian came onto the stairs and said, “That
will be enough, Harrison I'll talk to the man.”

The messenger could hardly help from grinning at
the skinny naked torso sticking up out of the tight
breeches.

“Well, what is it?”
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“About four, five thousand British 2ir crossing over
onto that 1sland from the Long Island way.”

‘“What island?”

“Montresor’s,” the messenger drawled.

“Who sent you?”

“Spencer.”

“General, damn youl”

“General,” the messenger grinned.

Sufling his rage, telling himself that he would re-
member that face and teach the fellow a thing or two
when there was time, the big man dashed upstairs and
flung on his coat. Without any explanation, he ran out
of the house, leaped on his horse, and galloped through
the darkness, giving the beast its head. In less than an
hour, he saw the fires of Spencer’s camp.

“It’s all right,” Spencer drawled lazily, raising his
brows at the naked flesh that showed under the com-
mander’s coat. “I'm digging a trench alongside the river.
They're on the 1sland, but they won’t come over here
tonight or tomorrow with what I've got waiting for
them. It's all right.”

The big man rode back to the Morns house slowly.
His elation had passed away; his bones and muscles
ached, as they did in the Virginia lowlands when a storm
was brewing.

They were Connecticut troops selected to hold the
bank, he was told afterwards, and that same Saturday
evening Spencer had sent them marching down the
bank of the East River to make breastworks against a
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British landing. It was a poor choice, not because the
Connecticut men were 1n any way inferior to the New
York or Pennsylvania men, but because the Connecticut
brigades had been less carefully watched, and thus out
of six thousand, some four thousand had succeeded in
deserting. The two thousand left were disgruntled and
bitter, and their feelings were not elevated any by their
being forced to march mile after mile through the black-
est of mights on a twisting little path that followed the
bank of the East River.

The leader of the Connecticut troops, a Major Gray,
was disgruntled too; he was close on to forty, and he
was thoroughly disgusted with being a major in an army
where there were generals 1n their twenties and thirties.

When the troops reached the portion of the bank they
were supposed to defend, a section about four miles
north of the lower tip of Manhattan, the order was given
to halt, remove knapsacks, and man the entrenchments.
The entrenchments, as they were, consisted of a hastily
dug ditch, about a foot deep; and word was passed to
deepen the trench and construct an actual breastwork of
the excavated dirt and of logs and branches lying about
in the woods behind them.

No one made any real effort to follow these orders.
The troops were tired and angry, and confident enough
that nothing would happen to be content with a ditch
a foot deep. They sprawled out, some of them in the
ditch, some of them on the ground in front of it and
behind it. Most of them slept, but there was enough
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responsibility among the officers to cause them to post
sentinels and make some effort to keep a watch.

Not that they could see anything; the night was as
black as ink, and even the sull waters of the East River,
a few feet in front of them, were hidden in the dark-
ness But it was reassuring to hear the voices sounding
back and forth:

“All is welll”

“All is welll”

For about an hour the silence was unbroken, except
by the lonely calling of the sentries, and then there
began many strange, muffled noises, creakings, stramn-
ings, splashings The noises started, stopped, and started
again, and the sleeping Yankees began to stir restlessly.

Presently, to the mournful call of the sentries, there
sounded what was almost an echo out of the black river:

“Not so welll”

The sentries stopped dead still in their slow pacing.

“Hello?”

“Hello,” came back the ironic echo.

“There be someone out 1n that river,” a sentry said
prosaically.

There was giggling and gurgling among the straining
and creaking.

“All is well,” the sentry said uncertainly.

“Not well—not at alll” came back from the black
river.

The captains and lieutenants held a council, and then
some of them crept silently to the water's edge; but
there was nothing to see, absolutely nothing.
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“A boatload of British,” a captain reported to the
major.

“Yes, I guess so.”

“Shall we give them a volley, sir?”

‘“What for? You can't see them ”

“That’s s0,” the hieutenant nodded slowly, and then
added, almost triumphantly, ‘““They can't see us.”

*“Oh, damn it, go to sleep,” the major said.

The captain went back to sleep, but the sentries, once
they discovered that there was nothing ghostly about the
voices coming from the river, managed to make the
night more interesting by mjecting a httle Yankee hu
mor. The repartee went on through the long, slow
hours.

The grey of dawn unfolded the darkness without
haste and through the lifting msts the Connecticut men
saw what they had thought to be a boatload of British—
four mighty ships of the line, anchored prow to stern
with broadsides facing them, guns rolled out, and gun-
ners standing by. And beneath the guns, along the whole
line of the ships, were boats full of British marines.

The Yankees stared, rubbed their eyes, and stared
again. They began to talk in anxious excitement, and
the officers ran up and down the lines, waking up those
men who still slept.

But no one fired. Minutes passed; the sun broke
through the mist and cast an enchanting halo about
the tall spars of the battleships, and still no one fired.
It was all too unbelievable, too unreal, too fantastic;
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it was a strange, terrifying, colorful picture, the tall
ships with their hundreds of open gun ports, the gun
crews standing by with ramrods and powder sacks, the
ship’s officers, poised on poop and quarterdeck, coolly
watching the American lines, the marines crowded 1nto
the boats, but metallic and disciplined none the less,
their red coats bright as fire and their bayonets nicking
at the sky.

And stll the Americans stared in horror and astonish-
ment.

Then, on the Briush decks, pipes began to twitter,
sounding like foolish sparrows in the clean, still morn-
ing. The oars in the longboats and barges dipped down,
and the wide flotilla of marines began to move toward
the shore

Major Gray gave a hoarse command, and there was
the snickering sound of hammers scraping on firelocks;
but no one heard an American musket fire. For at that
moment, one of the British officers let his hand drop,
and an inferno of fire and hell and roundshot and grape-
shot was let loose on the world. The four ships became
roaring furnaces of destruction as the combined broad-
sides, enough to blow any vessel in the world out of the
water, were discharged into the American lines.

The Connecticut men never saw the ships of the line
again. A solid wall of smoke had formed in the river,
a rolling, ghastly pall broken only by ribbons of Light
as the gunners reloaded and discharged fresh broadsides.
They tried to aim their muskets, and found the weapons
ripped from their hands by an almost solid blast of
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grape. They tried to rise up, and the grape struck them
down and tore them to pieces They tried to call to
their friends and saw that their friends were lying head-
less and dead.

Yet they stood it and died, not breaking until they
realized that the boats of the marines were nosing out
of the smoke, saw the redcoats leap into the water, form,
and march for the shore with machine-like precision,
wet bayonets like lace 1n the smoke Then they broke;
then the boys and young men of Connecticut leaped
from their trenches and fled inland. And even now the
grape pursued them, lashing over the heads of the red-
coated marines

They ran inland for perhaps a hundred yards, throw-
ing away their guns as they fled, before they found some
relief from the dread panic that had overtaken them.
They left the smoke and grape behind them and saw
green fields splashed with the morning sunlight. And
over the fields they saw a column of men marching in
close order, men they knew were their own—for who
else wonld be on the mainland of New York?—men they
ran to with sobbing cries of welcome

And then the Yankees stopped, the marching men
were in green And someone shouted, “Hessians!”

They tried to flee; they cast about desperately; behind
them were the marines, 1in front the Germans.

The big guns of the battleships had ceased fire. There
was a new stillness, broken by a derisive shout:

“Yonkee! Yonkee! Yonkeel”

They plunged away wildly, but not wildly enough;
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and in their ears, punctuating their own screams and
mocking their pain, came that horrible roar:
“Yonkee! Yonkee! Yonkee!”

New York, the town itself, clustered tightly on the
southernmost tip of Manhattan Island. It was st1ll more
a village than a city, though it had spread above the
old wall that the Dutch settlers had built as a stockade
against the Indians. Already, at that time, people had
begun to call that lane Wall Street. The town itself was
full of crooked little avenues, fronted mostly by red-
brick, step-roofed Dutch houses, although of late the
building style was almost entirely Georgian, as in most
of the mid-Atlantic colonies. It was a bright, cheerful
little town, and it had as its prosperous hinterland the
wooded hills and green meadows of Manhattan Island.

In accordance with Washington’s plan, Old Israel
Putnam had taken command of the city 1tself, garrison-
ing it with five thousand men. These were, for the most
part, New Jersey and Pennsylvania militia, men who
had stood up to battle just a little better than the
New England Yankees and were therefore very con-
temptuous of the Massachusetts and Connecticut and
Rhode Island troops. Aside from that it was good policy
to keep the mid-country men apart from the Yankees,
for they could hardly meet each other without a pitched
battle occurring.

The five thousand militia were camped on the out-
skirts of the city, the greatest part of them on 1ts north-
ern edge and on both lower riverfronts. Putnam had no-
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ticed the movement of Briush vessels in the bay on
Saturday afternoon, and during that black might, cer-
tain sounds coming from both rivers made him suspect
that at least one or two of the big ships of the line
were being kedged up the rivers. But young Burr, riding
back from Harlem, assured the old man that Spencer
had dug entrenchments all along the East River front,
and that patrols were covering the whole Manhattan
shore of the Hudson So Putnam went to sleep, more or
less uneasily, and slept unul he was awakened by the
thundering British broadsides.

He struggled 1nto his clothes, ran outside, and found
that his Pennsylvania and New Jersey mulitia were al-
ready in a turmoil. The guns had turned them out of
their camps like rabbits out of a bramble patch, and
they were crowding nervously through the narrow
streets and grassy lanes of the town.

Aaron Burr, haggard after an almost sleepless night,
had already heard the worst. He hung over his lathered
horse in front of Putnam's headquarters and told the
old man what he knew.

“They've landed!”

“British?”

“Hessians, too—on both sides of the island.”

“How many?”

“I don't know,” Burr cried hoarsely. “How can I
know how many! Thousands, I guess.”

Old Putnam shook his head, one hand he held on his
tinny sword trembled violently. “They couldn’t have
landed,” he insisted
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“Thousands, I tell you.”

“If they landed, we’re caught like rats in a trap—""

The boy nodded, his slim body arched with excite
ment.

“Retreat—"

“Raght away, there’s no time to lose—don’t you see,
on both sides of the island.”

“Yes, yes,” Putnam faltered.

“Rught away, I tell you.”

“If we could join the general,” Putnam said vaguely.

“But they're between us,” Burr pleaded. “On both
sides of the island, don’t you understand! And then if
they come together, where will we go—into the river?”

The old man kept nodding.

Afterwards, for long years, Burr had a silent, bitter
scorn of those who said glibly, “Retreat is easy.” He
knew that it was easy to advance, but a man is dying
when he retreats, and it’s not easy to die.

It was not easy that day. The hot morning sun baked
all movement out of the autumn winds, and the tall
golden wheat 1in the Manhattan fields stood stiff and
motionless. In the city, the burghers opened their win-
dows and doors and saw the Continental militia stream-
ing north through the narrow lanes. Word of what had
happened spread like fire, and only for a few minutes
was there anything orderly or self-possessed about the
Pennsylvania and New Jersey men. Then they pressed
forward, and soon they were running, and soon they
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broke out of the city, and then almost all of the five
thousand men were swarming north in a wild panic.

They ran and outdistanced their officers. They
crowded the little lanes and they spread like quail
across the fields. They broke through bushes and blun-
dered in woods. The whole breadth of the island was
filled with frightened men racing frantically for freedom
before the British closed their trap.

Some, as they ran, held their muskets with blind in-
stinct; others threw their muskets away, others fired in-
sanely at their own comrades. Some fell and died,
stabbed by their own bayonets, and officers died, shot
through by men they tried to command.

Most of them, as they ran, verged to the west, where
the Bloomingdale Road made a dusty path to Kings-
bridge; others swerved eastward and presently, half
dead of weariness, stumbling, crawling, falling, came in
with the hacked remnants of Spencer's New Englanders.
There, on the eastern shore, it became a horrible, tragic
melee, Yankees, Pennsylvanians and Jersey men stag-
gering along blindly, croaking with parched tongues,
and trying like terrified children to shield themselves
from the glittering bayonets of the Hessians. And the
Hessians stabbed ponderously and intently, dry them-
selves as they croaked, “Yonkee, Yonkee,” driving the
boys and children onto the metallic, redcoated ranks
of the Royal Marines.

Henry Knox, in the city with Putnam, had arranged
what few cannon remained to him, with gentle and lov-
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ing care. Some he set with their noses sniffing at the bay,
others flanking them, others back a bit on an elevated
platform with their snouts down, ready to spit grape and
cannmister, and others barking gallantly at the mouths
of the East River and the Hudson. For all that, it was
a futile gesture, he had no guns capable of more than
stinging the great ships of the line; his little popguns,
six- and eight-pounders, would make a noise and a
flash, but would hardly be heard above the killing roar
of a British broadside. His other guns, his wonderful,
precious monsters that could hurl a forty-pound mass of
metal, had been spiked in the mud of Brooklyn.

The result of that loss was an almost insane desire
on his part to hoard what guns remained. The boy,
whom other boys called colonel, was a born collector;
once he had collected minerals, then leaves, then insects,
then books, and now guns He knew every gun in his
batteries He had walked hundreds of miles through
frozen forests to bring some of the guns from the
Canadian border. He had fished guns out of the water
and lowered others from mountains He had polished
them with his own hands and designed his own car-
riages for them. He had no desire to kill, he had long
ago decided that he was on the right side; then he
stopped thinking about it and thought only of how
many cannon he could gather. His deadly earnestness,
his devotion to the Virginia foxhunter, who was the op-
posite of him in almost every particular, and his utter
unselfishness, made him seem a good deal older than his
twenty-six years. And his massive, slightly ridiculous
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body and almost pathetic lack of cleverness made his
men love him.

On this Sunday morning, when the British broadsides
rocked the island into wakefulness, when the headlong
flight to the north began, Knox turned the other way
and went to his guns. He went without haste, stolidly
and gloomuily, without giving orders for anyone to fol-
low. He had no plan, no thought except that he wanted
to be with his guns, that he didn't want to run any
more.

His gunners, who were stationed near the batteries,
made no secret of their desire to run away. They started
to go, and only stopped when they saw their colonel
standing moodily beside one of his cannon, for all the
world like a boy suddenly made an orphan and waiting
with the terrible knowledge that there is nothing to
wait for. They paused and stared at him, and then some
of them went back and then the others. And then a
Captain Muller said simply, “The army is running away,
colonel.”

“Yes—" Knox came out of his trance slowly.

“There’s nothing we can do here.”

“The guns are here,” Knox said, and his thought was
that when he left these guns, there would be nothing
else, absolutely nothing else.

“Sir, it’s no use staying here,” the captain argued.

“You don’t have to stay here,” Knox shrugged.

“But my God, colonel,” the captain said vehemently,
“what good will it do to stay here and let the British
nave us along with the guns?”
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“You don’t have to stay here,” Knox repeated.

“But my God, colonel, just because those other bas-
tards ran away—"

“Yes, they ran away.” Knox spoke the last two words
slowly, savagely.

The artillerymen shifted around, but no one made
any move to go, the men scuffing their feet and staring
at the ground, and one boy of fifteen sobbing un-
ashamed. From the north came the shrill sound of the
fleeing army and over and above it the dull boom of the
British broadsides.

For a few minutes no one said anything, and then a
Plymouth boy, seventeen years old, a lieutenant in rank,
piped cheerfully, “Lor’, colonel, if we're all a-going to
die, this 1s a mighty poor place. There’s a pretty little
hill some muiles to north of here where we could ring
the guns and make a fight. Shade trees, too,” he added
eagerly.

“It's almighty hot here,” someone else offered.

The men began to chuckle, half 1n fright, half in ex-
citement at the wonderful venture they were proposing
when all the rest of the army had run away.

“What hill?” Knox demanded.

“Bunker’s, they call it.”

Knox saw the smiles on the faces. It was a good sign;
the one half-victory that raggle-taggle army had won
had been on another Bunker Hill. He came alive, gave
directions for loading the ammunition carts, and sent
some of the men away to see whether they could find a
horse or two. Three ancient nags resulted from the
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search, and they were harnessed to three of the eight
pounders. The men themselves dragged what others of
the guns they could manage and the ammunition carts.
In a little while, the motley procession was under way,
creaking slowly through the littered streets of the town,
where countless knapsacks, rusty bayonets and ancient
muskets marked the trail of the American army.

The townspeople, who were already making ready to
welcome the British, whose attitude toward the Con-
tinentals was good riddance to bad rubbish, lined the
streets to grin at the slow-moving batteries. Children
ran along, screaming, “Get a horse! Get a horse!” And
dozens of brightly painted ladies, whose hving had gone
with the army, screamed and cursed and spat at the
gunners and pelted them with all the filth that lay in the
gutters. Looking neither to left nor to right, Knox la-
bored at the wheels of one of the guns, the sweat pour-
ing from his forehead.

When the sweat-soaked procession finally got to
Bunker’s Hill, they found it already occupied. General
Silliman, a heavy, plodding, sullen man, had kept most
of his regiment together and steered them off onto the
hill. There they lay over their muskets, half afraid, half
defiant, and almost murderously bitter now that their
first panic had left them.

“What are you going to do?” Knox asked, unable
to believe his eyes.

“Let those bastards come. We'll know what to do,” Sil-
liman growled.
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Knox nodded. He didn’t know Silliman very well
and had never felt drawn toward the man, but now they
were together, two of them with one thought. Knox
was coming out of his black mood and passing nto a
state of mingled fear and exultation. Putnam’s army had
melted away, and from their little sun-drenched hill they
could see nothing but a tiny brook and a placid white
farmhouse. Knox knew it was the end; the revolution
had melted 1n a scummy pool of panic and rout; the
harlots of New York would laugh and blaspheme for
months perhaps, but in time even they would forget.
He, at least, would not hang from a gibbet nor rot in
jail nor spend his years in some lonely backwoods town,
lying about glories that had never been. He would die
here, giving his life for a cause he had believed in and
had the courage to fight for.

“Batteries two and five up on the hilll” he cried.
“Ring and load with solid shot! Batteries one, three and
four, flank action with cannister and grapel”

A ragged, tremulous cheer floated up from Silhman’s
men, and they came running to help drag the guns up
the slope. Silllman nodded and nodded wordlessly,
grasping Knox’s hand. Then, in the next few minutes,
all was action and excitement in which even fear and
hopelessness were forgotten—so much so that almost no
one noticed the rider who was spurring his lathered
horse down the road toward them.

It was Burr, more haggard, more tired than ever, so
dry he could only croak until one of the artillerymen
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held up a canteen for him to drink from. Then, after
he had spat out a mouthful of sand and swallowed twice,
he demanded angrily of Silliman, “My God, general,
what's all thisp”

“You can see that. We haven’t run away.”

“Oh, Jesus Christ, I know! But do you know that in
one hour from now, the British will have cut you off
—completely?”

Silliman tightened his mouth and shook his head.

“Oh, Christ, oh, Jesus Christ,” Burr cried, “is that it,
is it suicide, is 1t all you can think of to kill a regiment
that had guts enough not to run away? Will that give
us our liberty? Will that make the revolution?”

“We’ve run enough.”

“You've run enough! You’ve run enough! You sit
there on your ass and tell me you’ve run enough!”

“God damn it, major, I'll not have you talk like that!”

“I'll talk as I damn please!”

“God damn it, no! I won’t take that from any twenty-
year-old fooll”

“You’ll take it!” Burr almost screamed. “You'll take
it because twenty or not, I'm man enough to—"

“Burr!” Knox roared.

The boy subsided and lay on his horse’s neck trem-
bling and pouring sweat. “All right, Harry,” he said in
a hoarse whisper. “I'm sorry. I'm right, too. I'm sorry.”

“Colonel Knox,” the artilleryman said evenly.

“All right, Colonel Knox—only for the love of God,
Harry, come with me and don’t stand up for these crazy
heroics.” :
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“Is it heroics to want to stand instead of running
away—instead of running away always? Did you see
what happened in the city today?”

“I saw it.”

“And now you want us to run away.”

“I want you to live, that’s all—to live.”

“For what?”” Knox demanded. “What's left?”

“The revolution, and that’s more than death! Death’s
no good! That doesn’t help! I swear to God, Harry, be-
lieve mel”

“I won’t leave my guns.”

Burr turned to the men, his white face a mask of
desperation, his voice shrill and penetrating, “Do you
hear me? Do you want to die? Is that all you want, you
dirty Pennsylvania bastards® There’s an army at Kings-
bridge that’s going to fight, maybe for twenty years,
maybe forever, but all you dirty Pennsylvama bastards
want is to diel”

A roar of anger answered him, and the boy, tired as
he was, judged their temper perfectly. *Follow me!™ he
screamed, and spurred his horse to the north, not even
looking back to see how they spilled down the hll
and ran after him, Even Silliman went, at the tail end,
cursing Burr at the top of his lungs.

The arullerymen were left. They had stayed with
Knox, and now they stood without moving, looking at
him, serving him and placing in his hands the decision
of Iife or death. He couldn’t speak. Sobbing, he started
north, and with their heads and arms hanging limply,
they followed him.
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They didn’t look back to where all the bright guns
stood more lonely than any living men.

Only the dead did not hear that crashing broadside
from the four British ships of the line.

On that Sunday morning, the commander in chief
had awakened before dawn, after a mght of deep slum-
ber. Billy, who slept outside the room, who could hear
in his sleep when his master rolled from side to side,
helped him to dress in the candlelight, wagging his
black head and chuckling happily.

“A good night,” Billy said.

“Yes, better than most.”

“Getting better than it was after you left Missis
Patsy.”

“A little better,” the Virginmian smiled. He was in
high spirits this morning

“Going to set the skillet on,” Billy said, running down
the stairs. “Going to set the skillet on,” he sang, “and
get the water boiling.”

The Virginian’s breakfast, as always, was cakes and
honey and tea. He ate with a good appetite, noticed that
Harrison had not yet awakened, and decided that he
would go out for an early inspection of the troops hold-
ing the line in Harlem. Billy had anticipated his
thought, and when the big man came out of the Morris
house, the Negro was standing there with the horse
saddled and ready. Washington mounted, waved, and
set off down the road at a smart canter.

The first grey of dawn had dispersed the inky black-
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ness when he rode past the tired sentries into Mifflin’s
camp. Mifflin, with a few regiments, formed the most
northerly outpost of Spencer’s division, holding a thinly
manned line across the waist of Manhattan. Now, early
as 1t was, the general stood dressed, grinning happily
as he recogmzed the tall form of his commander m
chief. He waved an arm and opened his mouth to speak
when the four broadsides rumbled in the distance.

The Virginian stiffened, bent, and then spurred his
horse through the awakening camp. Mifflin ran for a
horse, but before he could mount the Virginian was out
of sight.

Washington rode four mules, lashing his beast heart-
lessly, before he saw the first and fleetest of the panic-
stiicken army. By then the musts had lifted and the sun
had put a golden glaze on the meadows and wheatfields
and orchards. He had driven his horse recklessly, leav-
ing the road, clearing a wall with a bound, a brook, a
fence, he rode full into them, saw them as far as he
was able to see, hundreds and hundreds of men, men
crawhing, running, hiding, staggering.

He pulled in his horse and tried to talk to them; he
rode slowly across their front, but there was no recogni-
tion in their blank eyes. They ran on. One fired at
him.

He yelled at them, “Halt!”

They swarmed past him.

“Do you hear me?” he called.

He pleaded, “Haltl”
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“You know who I am! I'm your commander! I'm
your generall”

“Halt!"’ he shrieked.

“Get behind the stone walls!”

“Use your guns!”

They swarmed on, like rabbits driven by long-eared
dogs.

“By God, haltl”

He spurred his horse again. He rode among them,
lashing until the quirt was torn from his hand. He
drew his pistols, but the guns missed fire, soaked as
they were with sweat. He flung the pistols at them. He
drew his sword. He rode among them, cutting, slashing,
screaming at the top of his lungs, pleading, begging,
slashing again—but they ran on.

He rushed across the fields like a demon. His voice
screamed and raged until it cracked.

And then he no longer urged his horse, but sat there
without moving while they fled past him. The sword
dropped from his loose fingers and fell into the wet,
jewel-like grass, lying all a-sparkle in the bright dew-
drops. His spine, braced like a ramrod, had lost its
support, he sagged in his saddle like a long bag of dis-
jointed bones.

He saw the column of British coming, marching
smartly, only a few hundred yards away, the marines
like red ribbons fluttering where there was no wind.
Yet he didn’t move; it seemed to him that he was sus-
pended in a void, he felt that he was dead, and won-
dered vaguely why he could still see and hear and feel.
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The British were only a hundred yards away now.

He saw Miffin next to him and heard Mifflin's voice
as from a great distance.

“Come away, sir, please, please,” Miffin was begging.

There were others around him Why did they want
him to come away when he was already dead?

*“Please, sir, please.”

He saw how Miufflin’s face was contorted.

“Please, sir.”

Then he gave Mifflin the reins and allowed his horse
to be led away. It didn’t matter that the British were
firing at him. Nothing mattered.
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THE GRACIOUS MRS. MURRAY

THE BRITISH army had
been trained to fight; it had been drilled and drilled
and dnlled until 1t had emerged as the finest fighting
machine in the world, 1t would march into hell and
high water with impassive calm. The British general
who boasted that he could lead his army onto the
sands of the channel beaches and order it to march
across to France, and have 1t march until the last man’s
head had disappeared under the water, was not ex-
aggerating; he was stating a fact, in the same way he
could lead his army to the edge of a cliff and have it
march over rank by rank, and there would have been
neither hesitation nor annoyance among the redcoated
soldiers.

But there was nothing in the training of British troops
that told them what to do when the army they were
supposed to fight ran away. A retreating army was one
thing; then they were supposed to pursue in close
order with the purpose of breaking morale and sowing
disorder. But this was not even a retreating army.

By the tume General Howe had landed a substantial
amount of his troops in New York City, there was not
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a hale Continental to be seen, only the sick and
wounded, packed into the churches and synagogues. The
weather was very hot, and the portly Howe was very
uncomfortable; among the many things American which
he disliked intensely, the weather stood well in front.
One could never be sure of the seasons, summer became
winter and autumn became summer, and a mild spring
day could occur in January as well as any other time
of the year. The weather was as beastly, as stupid, as
inconsistent as the Americans themselves.

With the thermometer at ninety-two in the shade,
with the redcoat columns standing packed in the nar-
row streets, General Howe had to sit in his damp
saddle and receive the congratulations of a commit-
tee of earnest, grateful, and well-to-do citizens. Phineas
Thatcher, the grain merchant, voiced their gratitude.

“I have no desire, Your Excellency,” he said, “to
dwell upon our muiseries, upon what we have suffered
from this rascally band of thieves and cutthroats.”

“Ha—quite true,” Howe nodded impatiently.

“Nor to put forward our patience as loyal subjects of
His Most Gracious Majesty—"

“Quite true.”

“But to welcome you as our liberator--"'

“Of course, of course,” Howe agreed, wondering
whether this would go on forever

“Our protector—"

‘They were finally under way and out of the town, the
long column crawling over the road like a gorgeous
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scarlet snake, the drums and fifes playing, the regi-
mental banners held proudly, the artillery rumbling and
grunting like a counterpoint to the steady thud, thud,
thud of marching feet. At the head of the column rode
General Howe and his aides, all on white horses, making
as pretty a sight as the peaceful country lanes of Manhat-
tan had ever seen. And all around them, in the meadows,
on the road, were evidences of the Americans’ headlong
fluight—knapsacks, muskets, belts, hats, powder horns,
bags of shot, old bayonets.

‘““They must have been in a frightful hurry,” one of
the aides observed.

“Beastly hot to hurry,” Howe sighed. ‘‘Provincial
energy, even in retreat, is most amazing.”

“They won’t go far.”

“Why,” Howe complamed, “do provincials talk so
much? We could have been on our way an hour ago
if not for all that talk, talk, talk.”

They rode on; the heat increased; their beautifully
pressed, colorful uniforms became limp and wet. Pres-
ently, they met the first of the Hessians, who had landed
further up the island, from the East River. Laughing
and shouting, the Hessians herded along groups of
American prisoners, clusters of dirty, frightened boys
who could hardly walk for weariness. They were very
proud of their achievement, the Hessians, but the red-
coats marched by looking straight ahead, not even
deigning to notice them.

“War is dine commander?” Howe demanded of some
of them.
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They shook their heads and went on with their prison-
ers.

“Stubborn beasts!”

“Dine commander?” Howe insisted, wondering why
they could not understand their own tongue.

“Bad business, breaking order like that,” one of his
aides observed.

“The devil take them,” Howe said. He was hot and
tired and bored, and he had nothing more to look for-
ward to than a wearisome day of collecting American
prisoners. He had expected a battle, certainly stubborn
resistance 1n attempting the most difficult operation n
military practice, the establishing of a bridgehead
against an entrenched enemy, and instead there was
nothing less than a complete melting away of Washing-
ton’s army. He had a good deal of respect, almost ad-
miration for the tall, stubborn foxhunter, and as a
Whig, many of his sympathies were with the revolu-
tionists, at least abstractly.

He felt no hate, only an impatient desire to meet the
Yankees in battle and administer a sound and sports-
manlike drubbing, something that would end the war
as, he considered, all wars should be ended, in a mood
for the gentlemen on both sides to sit down at a table
and exchange toasts But this—this utter panic, this foul
cowardice—turned his stomach, the revolution was over;
the 1deals were blasted and had gone the way of all
other 1deals, and 1t was so very hot.

He was glad that he would be sailing back to England
soon.
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An officer of the light infantry, who had been landed
from boats a few miles north of here, came riding to
meet the column, saluted, and gave Howe more details
of the flight.

“We can have them all before night,” the officer said
eagerly.

“How many would you say?” Howe asked, not with
too much 1nterest.

“Ten thousand, perhaps, here on the island.”

“A good catch,” Howe sighed, taking off his hat and
wiping his brow.

“If you'll only hurry, sir!”

“There’s time enough.”

“Yes, sir, of course, sir—but 1t’s my opinion that a few
thousand of them are directly across the 1sland, west of
here. We could cut them off, you know, like snaring rab-
bits.”

“Yes, certamnly—you know, I'd give my soul for a
drink. I don’t like the idea of these Jagers breaking
ranks, find someone who can talk their beastly dog-
gerel.”

“Yes, sir. They've been taking prisoners, got almost
five hundred.”

“They shouldn’t break ranks. Whose house is that,
over there?” He pomted to a pleasant Georgian house,
set back about two hundred yards from the road, with
a shady veranda and a rolling green lawn. Two colored
servants were occupled 1n taking down wooden shutters
that had evidently been put in place when the dawn
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bombardment began; and on the veranda three ladies
sat and fanned themselves.

“I don’t know, sir. I suppose they broke ranks to
pursue the enemy.”

“It’s bad for discipline. Do you suppose they’d offer us
a drink?”

He didn’t wait for an answer, but started his horse
off for the house, waving for his staff to follow him and
calling back for the files to stand fast Still arguing his
case, the light-infantry officer followed, the whole color-
ful party moving at a smart trot to where the ladies
sat.

The ladies rose, more excited than alarmed; General
Howe swept off his hat and smiled so gallantly that in a
moment they were smiling too. They were all three of
them younger than thirty, and they all had that in-
nocuous charm that Howe considered the most wonder-
ful thing about the American colonies. One was blonde
and blue-eyed, with hair like combed flax; the other two
were dark; they were all quite pretty.

“I most earnestly command your pardon,” Howe said,
“but I and my men are dying of thirst, and seeing this
haven of shade and restfulness, like an oasis 1n a des-
ert—"

They were laughing as Howe dismounted, bowed, and
presented himself. “William Howe, humbly at your
service.”

“Your Excellency!” they cried, and dropped in very
graceful curtsies.
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*“Please, the honor belongs to your humble servant,”
Howe insisted, and went on to present Colonel Bently,
Colonel Jameson, Major Lass, Captain Loring, Captain
Atterbee, Lieutenant Greystone, and Lieutenant Bart.
They were all most honored.

The ladies, who had certainly never seen such a mag:
nificent display of uniform and color and polite bear-
ing before, introduced each other as Mrs Murray, Mrs.
Van Cleehut, and Miss Penrose. Miss Penrose was the
blonde, and she stilled even the captain of light in-
fantry’s desire to be somewhere else. They chattered and
curtsied until General Howe gently reminded them of
his thirst.

*Oh, what savages you must think us!” Mrs. Murray
cried She clapped her hands, called one of the servants,
and told him to bring some iced punch and some claret.
“You must forgive us,” she explained to General Howe.
“T know you would prefer port, but unfortunately port
is so hard to come by here in the provinces.”

“And claret will be ambrosia,” Howe said.

“It’s so cool inside,” Mrs. Murray smiled. “If my hum-
ble house could—"

“Your humble house is a haven of refuge,” Howe in-
terrupted gallantly.

It was after lunch had been served and the whist
tables were being set up, that Miss Penrose remarked
how perfectly miserable the poor men out in the road
must be. The endless column of British troops seemed
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from this distance like a raw red ribbon flung on the
sun-soaked meadows. None of the men had moved from
their places, and 1t seemed that they would stand there
in their ruddy glory for all eternity

Colonel Jameson rubbed his mustache, peered out
of the window, and declared, “Not at all, not at all, my
dear. Soldiering, you know, not a picnic, not at all a
picnic.” The colonel had been so attentive that the
young subalterns could hardly do more than gaze at Miss
Penrose from a distance.

“Why must war be?” Miss Penrose demanded passion-
ately. “I couldn t sleep a wink after dawn with those hor-
rible guns firning all the time, and then all morning
those wretched men came running past, until Mrs. Mur-
ray put up the shutters and said there was nothing else
to do but sit quietly and hope the house would not be
burned over our heads "

“War, you know,” the colonel shrugged “Nasty busi-
ness for ladies.”

“James wanted to fight,” Miss Penrose told them in-
credulously, not explaining who James was “But
mother packed him off to England James always had
a temper ”’

“Nasty business for ladies,” the colonel said again,
wagging his head and including all the others in his
apology

Mrs. Murray was calling Colonel Jameson to make up
another four at whist Miss Penrose didn’t play whist,
and immeédiately all the subalterns decided that they
were very poor hands at cards.
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By tea time, Howe had finished his third bottle of
claret, and was ready to swear to God that never in his
life had he spent an afternoon with more devilishly
charming company.

“But we are rebels, you know,” Mrs. Murray pro-
tested.

“Oh, come now, my dear Mrs. Murray!”

“Rebels, bosh! There are no more rebels,” Colonel
Bently said comfortably.

On the subject of rebels, Mrs. Van Cleehut said that
her husband was 1n Philadelphia and would stay there
until the last of these wretched persons had left New
York. “Really, they're quite horrible,” she smiled. “You
should have seen two of them this morning, all over
dirt and filth, trying to hide in the carriage house.”

“Jackson made short work of them,” Mrs. Murray
explained.

Miss Penrose said, “It would be different if they had
uniforms. You would think, wouldn’t you, that those
persons and their Congress would have uniforms, if
they're going to have an army, I mean, anyway some
sort of uniform,” glancing admiringly out of the win-
dow to where the redcoat files still stood in the sun.

“They're so miserably poor,” Mrs Murray smiled.
“None of the better people will have any part of them.”

“I hear the Schuylers and Pintards and Beekmans are
with the rebels.”

“Some—oh, yes, the best blood has dark spots. The
Roosevelts and Bensons and Hoffmans have gone off
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with that rabble, too. But they’ll learn. They'll come
back dragging their fine feathers in the dust.”

“To the end of the war,” Howe said, raising his glass
and starting on his fourth bottle of claret.

“You do think so?”

“By all means. Nothing left but to take prisoners.”

“It’s been so disturbing.”

“Nasty business for ladies,” Colonel Jameson agreed.

“And prices have gone up impossibly,” Mrs. Murray
added.

At dinner time, General Howe protested, “No, no—
you've been too charming and too gracious, Mrs. Mur-
ray, but we are uninvited guests.”

“But you can’t know how secure we've felt since
you're here,” Miss Penrose insisted.

“One is fighting a war,” General Howe said. “Not a
very pleasant business, but a man’s duty ”

“But you said yourself that the war was over this
morning,” Mrs. Murray pointed out.

Jackson brought the general his fifth bottle of claret.

The afternoon passed and evening came, and a breeze
rustled through the fields and trees of Manhattan. Can-
dles were lit 1n the Murray house, and a tinkle of dishes
and the sound of laughter came through the open door.

Meanwhile the last fleeing American had passed on
north and found refuge behind the lines at Harlem.
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OLD PUTNAM, nudging

Mifflin, said, “Speak to him.”

“What?”

“Speak to him.”

“What? What should I say to him?”

“I don't know, speak to him. My God, don't you
see, somebody has to speak to him?”

“What?”

“Anything. Tell him to come out of the rain.”

“Just that?” Mifflin said stupidly, and added, “Would
you tell him to come out of the rain?”

“I can’t speak to him,” Putnam said, thinking of how
he had run away with an army running after him.,

The rain had come with darkness after that terribly
hegggnd sultry September day. It came strong and keen
and cold and lashing, but 1t meant respite; for British
guns could not fire at Americans who had thrown away
their guns. It gave the beaten Yankees a chance to
crawl through the Amencan lines at Harlem and to lie
shivering, without tents, even without clothes in the
drenching downpour.
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This American line, manned by Mifflin’s brigades, by
Massachusetts men, Marblehead fishermen, Boston
militia, Middlesex farmers, still held firm, perhaps only
by virtue of the fact that the British and Hessians had
not yet pushed that far north on Manhattan Island.

The entrenchments had been built on the northern
slope of a deep and narrow valley that cuts the island
two-thirds of the way from 1its southern up Deep and
narrow at Claremont on the Hudson, broadening out
as it approached the East River, it was called at that
time the Hollow Way. It was a good position, even for
a shattered army, for to make an attack, the British
would have to come pouring down one slope, cross the
bottom of the valley, and climb the other slope. All
the afternoon and evening of September 15th, fright-
ened Connecticut, New Jersey and Pennsylvania militia-
men had staggered into the Hollow Way and found
security behind the Massachusetts entrenchments.
Beaten and spiritless, they sprawled on the ground and
Iistened to the mocking jeers of the New Englanders,
who, not having been attacked nor encircled, could
boast of their courage, forgetting what their courage
was two weeks ago on Brooklyn Heights.

The midlanders had no heart to reply. They lay al-
most without movement, watching dumbly the officers’
efforts to collect a brigade here and a brigade there,
hardly moving when the cold rain began.

Walking through the shattered troops, the Virginian
looked nerther to left nor to right. But after he had
passed, the men nodded at him and asked each other
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whether they had seen his eyes. Connecticut men gained
1mportance by detailing his actions of the morning and
describing how he had gone completely 1nsane, lashing
at them with his sword.

“Took Jones’ pinky off,” one of them said.

Another displayed a welt behind his ear. “Got me
there with his stock.”

“He’s addled,” another decided. “Gone and walked
away and addled Lookee at his eyes.”

In a muted voice, a Hartford boy told how the com-
mander 1n chief had sat on his horse and waited for
the Briush to kill him.

Knox and Putnam and Miffin and Knowlton and
Burr stood together under a tree and watched the Vir-
ginian pace back and forth in the pouring rain. It was
past midmight already, and he had been walking like
that, back and forth and back and forth, for almost
four hours. His pace never changed and he walked
always in the same line, and under his boots the ground
was mashed 1nto spongy mud. His blue coat was limp
and shapeless and one of the cocks of his hat had come
loose and hung over his ear, pouring a steady stream
of water down onto his shoulder. His long arms hung
limply by his sides and sometimes the grotesquely huge
hands clenched and unclenched.

Knox, who could not stand much more of it, added
his voice to Putnam’s, begging Miffin to go over and
speak to him. And Putnam reiterated, almost pitifully,
“Tell him to come out of the rain.”
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“All right,” Mifflin nodded, and walked over to his
commander in chief and said, *“Please, sir—"

The tall man stopped 1n his walk, peered at Mifflin
inquiringly, and then began to walk once more.

“Please, str, come out of the rain.”

“What?”

“I said, come out of the rain, please, sir. Please.
You're soaking wet.”

“Wet? What are you trying to tell me, Mifflin?”

“You're wet, sir—you're soaking wet. You'll catch a
death of cold ”

“I’ll thank you to mind your own damned affairs,
Mifflin,” the Virginian said quietly.

*“Please, sir, say what you want to, it’s no good in the
world to stay here and catch a death of cold.”

“I’ll thank you, Mifflin, to go to hell and be damned.”

“Please, General Washington—"'

Now Knox had joined Miffin, Putnam just a little
distance behind him Washington stopped pacing and
demanded, “What is this, gentlemen? Have you no
duties, no brigades—”

“Please, General Washington, come out of the rain,”
Knox said, and then his voice broke and he turned away,
and they all stood there helplessly around the tall man.

And then the foxhunter said softly, “We’ll go to my
headquarters, gentlemen. We're none of us dry, are
we?”

Knox and Mifflin took him up to his room While
Billy was out, heating a loggerhead for a mug of flip,
they undressed him He was meek and sleepy, and he
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made no protest when they helped him into bed and
covered him with blankets Knox supported his head
and shoulders while he drank the flip, and a moment

later he was sleeping as soundly and peacefully as a
child.

When they came out of his room and Builly looked at
them inquiringly, they nodded and said, “He’s sleep-
ing,” gently and considerately, as if the colored man
were a father and entitled to know.

“He an’t sick?”” Billy asked.

“No—" Miffin shook his head. “Not sick, I don’t
think.” Miffiin didn’t know what more to say; there
were no words for what had happened in the tall,
weary body And Knox, not trusting himself to speak,
sat down 1n front of the fire and stared at the curling
flames And in the licking, curling tongues of fire,
Knox found neither peace nor hope, waked out of a
dream, his dogged, unimaginative self could not find
another to replace 1t. So many things were gone: for
the tall foxhunter, honor, since he was a Virginia aristo-
crat; but for Knox, a great deal more than honor, a
round, comfortable wife, a warm home, many books,
many hopes, a nation, a republic, a screaming vision
that had banged on his eardrums until he was ready
to lay down his life and fortune for his country, his mis-
erable, dirty Iittle backwoods country.

“Flip, gentlemen,” Billy said, taking another logger-
head out of the fire and filling the kitchen where they
sat with the good, homey smell of burnt sugar.
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“Will you drink?” Mifflin asked Knox.

Then the two of them, sitting on either side of the
hearth, drank mug after mug of the boiling hot rum
with deadly and silent earnestness.

They were good and drunk when they went out on
the porch, a while later, hard drunk, mad and bitter
and black, lost from joy and all the good things of drink-
ing, lost even from lust and savagery, from dirty ditties
and bad humor, holding onto each other and walking
slowly across the broad veranda of the Morris house.
The rain had stopped; there was the ghost of a moon,
and in the misty might a sentry paced back and forth
over the sloping lawn. And Knox, glancing over his
shoulder at the magnificent portico, thinking of the
Tory owner, mouthed a foul imprecation.

Mifflin nodded in savage agreement.

The commander in chief was up a little before dawn,
as was his custom, and he appeared rested and composed
after the few hours’ sleep he had had. He had dressed
quietly and quickly, and now he sat at the breakfast
table eating pancakes and honey and listening to Ad-
jutant-General Reed, who was full to the neck with in-
formation gathered by a patrol sent to investigate the
British movements. About Reed, a delicate, almost
languorous young man of thirty-five, there was a cer-
tain feminine timidity—accented by his cameo-like fea-
tures and his large, violet eyes. He was possessed of a
sensitivity that kept him in the background when other
men suffered, as i1f he were afraid to test his own capacity
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for being hurt, and sometimes the Virginian felt that
Reed feared him

Thus, the day before, knowing that there was nothing
he could do, Reed had done nothing, only watch the
gathering ruin through half-closed eyes and cringe 1n-
side of himself and bite his full, round lips. Then, very
early in the morning, when men stunned into absolute
impotence the day before could think of nothing and
therefore did nothing, he selected the most reliable
body of men he could find and sent them out to dis-
cover just where the British were and what they in-
tended to do.

This patrol was led by a man called Thomas Knowl-
ton, a Yankee who had not been convinced at Brooklyn
Heights that all Yankees were cowards. There he had
been with a regiment of Connecticut troops, and not
running away himself, he was amazed to find that a
number of other men had stayed by him and duplicated
his feat of not running away One in particular, a
Coventry schoolteacher called Nathan Hale, when ques-
tioned by Knowlton as to why he had stood absolutely
motionless and uncovered in a rain of Britsh grape,
had answered, “Because there was no place to go—"
and then added thoughtfully, “They don’t know about
a revolution. It’s not a diversion. It’s either the begin-
ning or the end.”

Knowlton was not certain that that made sense. He
was a professional soldier more than a revolutionist;
he had picked this side of the fight because he was a
Yankee, because his one pride, after being clean-shaven
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was to be his own master, and because the only time
during his adult life he had been moved to tears was
on seeing an old farmer, who had lost everything, go to
work for someone else, losing his soul as his old feet
moved him toward a means of existence. Knowlton’s
inclinatzon toward freedom was not logical; he reacted
like a vixen in a trap, who bites off her own leg to
go back to her pups and her death. The only thing he
thought of particularly was that if he got together a
group of men who would not run away every time a
gun was fired, they would be worth something. Spencer
reluctantly gave him permission, and Knowlton formed
a little patrol of sharpshooters with the twenty-one-year-
old Hale and seventeen-year-old Morton and nineteen-
year-old Lake as his captains. Nobody in the patrol was
over thirty and most were under twenty, but even the
children shared 1n one trait, that at Brooklyn, for some
obscure reason, they had not run away.

This was the patrol which Reed had sent out to look
around and see where the British were. And now, sitting
across the breakfast table from his commander, he
pleaded his cause earnestly.

“Don’t you see, sir,” he said, “the redcoats know we
are beaten, 1if you'll forgive me, but they know it, they
know 1t!”

The big man looked at his handsome adjutant stonily.
*“I don’t have to be reminded of that, Mr. Reed,” he
said.

“But that’s the point, sir, that they know it! If we hit
at them now, they go reeling back.”
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The big man shook his head listlessly, and in answer
to his unspoken words, Reed cried, *'But that was yes-
terday, sirl What good is yesterday?”

“It serves to remind us,” the Virginian muttered.

“But we can fight!”

“No, Mr. Reed, we can’t fight. We can’t even run
away—decently.”

The adjutant spread his hands and admitted his de-
feat “I'm sorry, sir. I was wrong; I concede it,” he said.
“But what about the patrol?”

“They will come back,” the big man said dully.
“They have legs to run with, so they will come back.”

They rode down from the Morris house to the lines
at the Hollow Way, where they met Mifflin, who glanced
at Reed significantly. A httle behind the Virgmnian,
Reed spread his hands and shook his head helplessly.

For the tall farmer, today had ceased to exist. There
were only memories and a compulsion that kept his
hody moving and performing certain necessary things.
Hc was living in all that had come before this night-
mare of senseless defeat, the years of his lfe had
buckled together, and twenty years ago seemed like yes-
terday, the present was a long, heartbreaking pause, and
there was no tomorrow. And out of his memories, jum-
bled and formless, came all soxts of things, good and bad,
a time when a pointer puppy, loving with the infinite,
unselfish love of a beast, had lookea 1nto his eyes as it
became sick and died, leaving him with a grief so
strangely full that it was not too different from what he
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had felt when his wife’s daughter, Patsy, his own, be-
loved, darling Patsy, had died, setting her poor, sick
mind at rest. Grief was not all bad, 1t could have a kin
ship with love. And he could remember now going to
a neighbor’s house where there were sixteen children,
sixteen laughing, handsome healthy brats, frolicking
around him and mixing grief with a love he could not
bear, he who had never had a child of his own, forcing
him to lock himself into one of the outbuildings and
sit with his face in his hands, grieving not for sixteen
children that could never be his, but for a nameless
pointer puppy and a half-insane stepchild.

But this, all of this that had been yesterday and for
three weeks before that, was not grief and not fear, but
despair so numbing that it broke his pride.

Because it was better to move than to stay still, he
had walked his horse through the front line of his en-
trenchments, through the spread of dirty New England-
ers and midlanders and over the bottom of the Hollow
Way. Reed and Mifflin followed him, afraid in their
hearts of what he might do left alone and riding 1n the
direction of the British. It was a bright, clean morn-
ing, cool and comfortable after the heavy rain of the
night before, with the song of birds in the air, the
crowing of cocks and the baying of hounds. A sharp
wind blew across the Hudson from the Palisades and
wound down the valley, tossing dry leaves and causing
trees to sway gleefully.

They had started up the slope that led to Morning-
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side Heights, when they heard the splutter of musket
fire, sounding from what might have been a mule’s dis-
tance. The big man stopped his horse and listened with-
out any show of interest, but Reed spurred up and cried,
“That’s Knowlton's patrol, sir. They've made some con-
tact, and now they can draw them on.”

The big man didn’t move The sound, which once
would have vitalized him with energy, left him undis-
turbed and uninterested, listening without hearing to
Reed’s proposals to draw the British into a trap, to rem-
force the patrol Knowlton led Reed talked and talked,
while the musket fire continued, and then his voice died
away and he looked at Miffiin’s grim face for some sort
of sympathy. Then the two of them sat on their horses
in silence.

It was after the firing stopped that Reed said, “They’ll
be coming back now. But they made a fight of it, sir.
You’ll not deny that they made a fight of 1t. You could
tell their shots from the volley fire.”

Still the Virgimian didn’t move.

The first of Knowlton's men appeared through the
brush and woods They were not running, but walking
backwards with measured steps, their pieces in their
hands, without panic or haste or disorder. Some were
wounded, limping along with their arms over comrades’
shoulders, and others were carried. Knowlton himself
appeared, huge, bear-like, grinning and waving at Reed
until he noticed the commander in chief. The little
patrol gathered itself together and began to move at a
run to where the three generals sat.
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And at that moment, a view-halloo came winging
down from the heights.

It was the last, bitterest thrust. It cut into the Vir-
ginia foxhunter, because he knew it was meant for him;
it sang merrily over the bright air, canting from a half-
dozen trumpets:

A hunting we will go,

A hunting we will go,

We'll catch a fox and put him n a box,
And then we'll let lam go.

For him, for the foxhunter, there was no need to see
what was transpiring behind the screen of woods in the
fields and meadows of Morningside Heights. The gen-
tlemen, the bloods and snobs and macaronies, were
having a game, a game inspired by their own delicate,
rapier-like British sense of humor, a game measured to
hit precisely what 1t was aimed at, a foxhunting back-
woodsman, a provincial who 1n his own way had dared
to consider himself something of a gentleman.

He would understand 1t, if no one else in the army
did, he would know how precisely a snob can destroy a
human being by refusing to admit the simple fact of
his existence, he would know how they had destroyed
his wretched mockery of revolution by turning it into
a foxhunt, by gaily finishing it in a sporting fashion.
He could picture them so clearly, riding along in the
fine morning with their dragoons behind them, snig-
gering and prodding the winded trumpeters to keep
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sounding the view-halloo, knowing that he would hea
1t somewhere, somehow, calling to each other:
“Youcks! Yoicks!”

He had leaped off his horse and had his big hand
tangled 1n the jacket of the startled Knowlton. “Tell
me, you Yankee bastard,” he roared, “are you afraid?”

“By God, no, sir!”

“Not of me, not of them?”

“I'm not afraid of anything on God’s green earth,”
Knowlton said coolly.

“Then tell me, could you lead a party down that val-
ley to the left of here and scale the eastern side of the
heights—and come 1n behind those—foxhunters?”

“I could try 1t,” Knowlton grinned.

“Then try it, God damn you' Reed, go with him!
Take a regiment, no, not Yankees—take Weedon’s Vir-
ginia men and Major Leitch! And remember, behind
them, not a foxhunt, a beartrap!”

Reed waited to hear no more, he was off, spurring his
horse back to the lines to pick up the Virgimans, while
Knowlton mustered out his wounded Meanwhile, the
view-halloo had twisted down toward the Hudson.

The foxhunter turned on Miffiin and pointed toward
where the gorge opened on the river. “I, want a frontal
attack in that direction,” he said curtly.

“A frontal attack?”” Mifflin asked stupidly.

“General, do I have to repeat a thing twenty times
to get it into your head? I want a diversion; I want a
few hundred of your filthy Yankees, if you can find that
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many to hold their guns and shoot them off, to advance
on the southern slope. For at least a half hour, after that
they can run away!”

Mifflin nodded and swung away; his emotions were a
tangle of rage and joy.

Knowlton led his Connecticut men and Leitch his
Virgiians up the glacial outcroppings that frosted the
eastern edge of Morningside Heights They climbed si-
lently and quickly, their heavy muskets slung over their
shoulders where they had slings, or else thrust through
holes torn in their shirts. So intent were they upon
breasting the chiff that for the moment the Virginians
and Yankees forgot their deep and mutual hatred.
Knowlton was completely happy, understanding only
vaguely the change that the taunting bugles had
wrought 1n the foxhunter, but realizing nevertheless
that the Virginian had passed through a moment of hell,
realizing too that in their brief verbal exchange they
had come as close to each other as men may who ap-
proach as strangers, exchange blows, and come off blood
brothers

Knowlton’s was not a deep nor an intricate nature.
He was neither an intellectual nor a revolutionary, but
a man who Joved action and excitement and the com-
radeship that went with a camp. He had wan